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introduction. 

S-h  akespeare  was  not  more  remarkable  for  the 
dignity  of  his  characters,  the-'flrength  of  his  ex - 
preffion , the  elevation  of  his  fentimcnts , and  the 
natural  beauty  of  his  imagery , than  for  the  happy 
choice  of  his  fubjeCts:  which,  however,  dif- 
daining  the  fetters  of  rule,  he  fome times  fported 
with . In  the  tragedy  immediately  before  us,  he 
is  more  regular,  than  in  many  others  ; it  records 
an  important  point  of  hifory,  but  gives  a picture 
- of  the  human  heart  rather  too  horrid ; zvhich,  no 
doubt,  is  the  reafon  that  few  female  fpeCtators 
like  this  piece . 

The  witches,  however  trefpaffng  on  the  bounds  of 
probability,  are  finely  written , and  the  ghojls 
admirably  introduced . The  play  contains  many 

fublime  fentimcnts,  and  the  principal  characters 
afford  uncommon  fcope  for  aCling-merit,  that , 
on  the  whole , it  muft  be  allowed  a fine  dramatic 
JlruCfoire\  though  cold  criticifm  might  perhaps 
charge  it  with  fome  blemijhes . 
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A T I S PER 

Co 

O 

Dray -Lane, 

Couent-Gardcn • 

Duncan, 

Mr.  Packer. 

Mr.  Hull. 

Malcolm, 

Mr.  Bland. 

Mr.  Whitfield. 

Donalbain, 

Mr.  Symonds. 

Mr.  Mac  ready. 

Macbeth, 

Mr.  Kemble. 

Mr.  Holman. 

Macduff, 

Mr.  Wroughton. 

Mr.  Pope. 

Koffe, 

Mr.  j.  Aickin. 

Mr.  Farren. 

Banquo, 

Mr.  Benjfley. 

Mr.  L’Eftrange, 

Lenox, 

Mr.  Benfon. 

Fleance, 

Mifs  Collett. 

Siward, 

Mr.  Fawcett. 

Yeung  Siward, 
Seyton, 

Mr.  Phillimore, 

Mr.  Thompfon 

Angus, 

Mr.  Chaplin. 

Lady  Macbeth,  Mrs.  Siddons.  Mrs.  Pope. 
Lady  Macduff,  Mifs  Sherry. 


Hecate,  Mr.  Barmfler.  Mr.  Cubitt. 


fMeff.  Johnflone, 
The  Vocal  Parts  by  Meffrs.  Ban-  j incledon.  Town- 
xi ilter,  Gaudry,  Fawcett,  Mif$<<  fend,  Mrs.  Mar- 
Collett,  & c.  _ | tyr,  Mrs.  Moun- 

tain, &c. 


The  Witches,  by  MelTrs.  Parfons, 
Baddeley  and  Moody. 


fMeffrs.  Fawcett, 
^ M unden  and 
Cubitt. 


SCENE,  in  the  End  of  the  Fourth  Jfi,  lies  in  England  ; 
through  the  reft  of  the  Play,  in  Scotland  j and  chiefly 
at  Macbeth’s  Caftle. 


MACBETH. 


ACT  I. 

SC  E NE,  open  Place . 

Thunder  and  Lightning . Enter  three  Witches .* 
i Witch. 

WHEN  fhall  we  three  meet  again. 

In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain? 

2 Wit . When  the  hurly-burly’s  done. 

When  the  battle’s  loft  and  won. 

3 Wit,  That  will  be  ere  fet  of  fun. 
i Wit,  Where  the  place? 

2 Wit . Upon  the. heath. 

. 3 Wit.  There  I go  to  meet  Macbeth. 

[Padocke  calls  within. 
I I come,  I come,  Grimalkin— 

2 /F//.  Padocke  calls— — anon! 

All.  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair. 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air. 

[Thunder.  The  Witches  Jink . 

SCENE  changes  to  a Palace  at  Foris. 

O 

EnterYLi  n g,  Malcolm,  Don  alba  in,  Lenox,  with 
Attendants , meeting  a bleeding  Captain,\ 

King.  What  bloody  man  is  that?  He  can  report. 

As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newelt  ftate. 

Mai.  This  is  the  fergeant 
Who,  like  a good  and  hardy  foldier,  fought 
’Gainft  my  captivity.  Hail,  hail,  brave  friend  l 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil 
As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Capt.  Doubtful  long  it  ftood. 

As  tvvofpent  fwimmers  that  do  cling  together, 

* Thefe  ideal  characters  furnifhed  with  great  peculiarity  of 
ftyle  and  fentiment,  their  expreflion  ihould.be  outre,  their  ap- 
pearance haggard  and  ruftic. 

*j*  Theatrical  managers  are  highly  culpable  when  they  do  not 
drefs  this  play  in  the  martial,  ftriking  habits  of  the  time  and 
country. 
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6 MACBETH. 

And  choak  their  art:  the  mercilefs  Macdonel , 
(Worthy  to  be  a rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  villainies  of  nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  weftern  ides 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallozv  glaffes  * was  fupplied. 

And  Fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 
Shew’d  like  a rebel's  whore.  But  all  too  weak  : 

For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deferves  th ajc  name) 
Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandifh’d  fleely 
Which  fmoak’d  with  bloody  execution, 

Like  Valour’s  minion  carved  out  his  paffage. 

Till  he  had  fac’d  the  Bare — 

"Who  ne’er  (hook  hands,  nor  bid  farewel  to  him. 

Till  he  unfeamM  him  fiom  the  nave  to  th’ chops, 
And  fix’d  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

King . Oh,  valiant  coufin  ! worthy  gentleman  ! 
Cap/ . As  whence  the  fun  'gins  his  reflection. 
Shipwrecking  ftorms  and  direful  thunders  bre<k; 

So  from  that  fpring,  whence  comfort  feem’d  to  come, 
Difcomfort  well’d.  Mark,  King  o f Scotland,  mark: 
No  Loner  Juftice  had,  with  valour  arm’d, 
Ccmpeli’d  thefe  flipping  Kernes  f to  trull  their  heels. 
But  the  Nor-wcyan  lord,  furveying  ’vantage. 

With  furbifh’d  arms  and  new  fuppRes  of  men,. 

Began  a frefh  aflault. 

King . Difmay’d  not  this 
Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Capt . Yes, 

As  fparrows  eagles;  or  the  hare  the  lion* 

]f  I fay  footh,  1 mu  it  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharg’d  with  double  cracks. 

So  they  redoubled  ftrokes  upon  the  foe: 

Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds. 

Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I cannot  tel  1 

But  1 am  faint,  my  wounds  cry  out  for  help  — 

King.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds: 
They  fmack  of  honour  both.  Go.  get  him  furgeons, 

[Exit  Captain , &c. 

* Kernes  and  6aUow-glaffes  were  heavy  and  light  armed  troops- 
i Foot  foiciiery. 

Enter 
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MACBETH. 

Enter  Rosse  and  Angus.  * 

But  who  comes  here? 

Mai,  The  worthy  Thane  of  Roffe. 

Len.  What  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes ! 

Mai . So  fhould  he  look,  that  comes  to  fpeak  things 
Roffe.  God  fave  the  king  ! [ftrange. 

King . Whence  cam’ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  P 
Roffe.  From  Fife , great  king, 

Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  Iky, 

And  fan  our  people  cold. 

Norway  himfelf,  with  numbers  terrible, 

Aflifted  by  that  mod  difloyal  traitor, 

Tne  Thane  of  Cawdor,  ?gan  a difmal  conflict; 

’Fill  that  Bellonas  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof. 
Confronted  him  with  felf  comparifons, 

Point  againft  point  rebellious,  arm  ’gainft  arm. 
Curbing  his  lavifh  fpirit.  To  conclude. 

The  victory  fell  on  us. 

King . Great  happinefs ! 

Roffe . Now  Sweno , Norway’s  king, craves  compofl- 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men  [tion  ; 
’Till  he  difburfed,  at  St  Cohnes-kill  ifle, 

Ten  thoufmd  dollars  to  ourgen’ral  ufe. 

King . No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  (hall  deceive 
Our  bofom  int’reft.  Go,  pronounce  his  death  ; 

And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth . 

Rojfe.  IMF  fee  it  done. 

King . What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

[Exeunt  • 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Heath • 

*2  bunder.  The  three  Witches  rife  from  under  the Jl  age . 

1 Wit.  Where  haft  thou  been,  filler? 

2 Wit . Killing  fwine.  f 

3 Wit.  Siltera  where  thou  ? 

i Wit.  A Tailor’s  wife  had  chefnuts  in  her  lap, 

* The  chara&ers  of  RofTe  and  Angus  have  been  judicioufly 
blended,  at  Covent-Garder.  Theatre,  inf)  thofe  of  M. to  duff  and 
Lenox,  to  make  them  more  worthy  the  attention  of  good  per- 
formers and  the  audience. 

f The  mifchievous  motives  and  anions  of  witchcraft  are 
admirably  painted  in  this  icene. 

And 
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And  mouncht,  and  mouncht,  and  mouncht.  Give 
me,  quoth  I. 

Aroint  thee,  witch  ! the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 

Her  hufband’s  to  Aleppo  gone,  mailer  o’th’  Tyger . 
Butin  a heve  I’ll  thither  fail. 

And,  like  a rat  without  a tail, 

PH  do rildo and  I'll  do. 

2 Wit.  I’ll  give  thee  a wind, 
i Wit.  Thou  art  kind. 

3 Wit.  And  I another. 

1 Wit.  I myfelf  have  all  the  other; 

And  the  very  points  they  blow. 

All  the  quarters  that  they  know, 

In  th’  lhip~man’s  card 

I will  drain  him  dry  as  hay. 

Sleep  {hall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid; 

He  lhall  live  a man  forbid  ; 

Weary  fev’n  night,  nine  times  nine. 

Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine  ; 

Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft. 

Yet  it  thail  be  tempefLtofl. 

Look  what  1 have. 

2 Wit.  Shew  me,  (hew  me. 

i Wit . Here  l have  a pilot’s  thumb. 

Wreck’d  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [ Drum  r within . 

3 Wit.  A drum,  a drum! 

Macbeth  doth  come  ! 

All . The  wey  ward  fillers  hand  in  hand. 

Pollers  of  the  fea  and  land. 

Thus  do  go  about,  about ; 

Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 

And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 

Peace! — the  charm’s  wound  up. 

A March . 

I^nter  Macbeth  and  B a n qjj  o , with  Soldiers  and  other 
Attendants . 

Macb.  Command  they  make  a halt  upon  the  heath. 
Sol . [within]  Halt,  halt,  halt. 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a day  I have  not  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is’t  call’d  to  Foris  ? — What  are  thefe. 
So  wither’d  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire. 

That 
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That  look  not  like  th’  inhabitants  o’th’  earth. 

And  yet  are  on’t ! Live  you,  or  are  you  ought 
That  man  may  q u e (1  i on  ? You  feem  to  underfland  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  fkinny  lips — Yon  fhould  be  women; 

And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo. 

Mach.  Speak,  if  you  can  ; what  are  you  ? 

1 Wit.  All-hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  Thane  of 

Glamis!  [Cawdor  ! 

2 Wit . All-hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee.  Thane  of 

3 Wit.  A 11- hail,  Macbeth  ! that  lhait  be  king  here- 

after. 

Ban . Good  Sir,  why  do  you  flart,  and  feem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  fo  fair?  V th’  name  of  Truth, 
Are  ye  fantafiical,  or  That  indeed  [To  the  Witches • 
Which  outwardly  ye  fhew  ? My  noble  partner 
You  greet  with  prefent grace,  and  great  prediction 
Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope. 

That  he  feems  rapt  withal;  to  me  vou  fpeak  not. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  feed*  of  time, 

And  fay  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 
Your  favours  nor  vourhate. 

1 Wit . Hail! 

2 Wit.  Hail! 

3 Wit.  Hail ! 

1 Wit.  LefTer  than  Macbeth , and  greater. 

2 Wit.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3 Wit.  Thou  (halt  get  kings,  though  thou  be  none; 
So,  all- hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ! * 

i Wit . Banquo  and  Macbeth , all-hail! 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfect  fpeakers,  tell  me  more. 
By  Sinel's  death  I know  I’m  Thane  of  Glamis  ; 

But  how  of  Cawdor?  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 

A profp’rous  gentleman  ; and,  to  be  king. 

Stands  not  within  the  profpedl  of  belief. 

No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.  Say  from  whence 

* The  witches  here  utter  their  oracular  predictions  in  a du- 
bious ftile,  judicioufly calculated  tomiflead  a weak  mind,  which, 
in  point  of  ambition,  Macbeth  feems  to  poifcfs. 
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You  owe  this  Grange  intelligence  : or  why. 

Upon  this  bladed  heath,  you  Hop  cur  way 
With  fuch  prophetic  greeting  ?— Speak,  I charge 
you.  SyThunder , and  the  Witches  cvanijfa* 

Ban . The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has. 
And  thefe  are  of  them.  Whither  are  they  vanilh’d  ? 
Mach.  Into  the  air  ; and  what  feem’d  corporal. 

Melted,  as  breath,  into  the  wind. ■ 

Would  they  had  ftaid. 

Ban,  Were  fuch  things  here  as  wedofpeak  about? 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  root. 

That  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Mach-  Your  children  (hall  be  kings. 

Ban « You  (hall  be  king. 

Mach.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too  ; went  it  not  fo  ? 
Ban.  To  th’  fe  if- fa  me  tune  and  words.  Who’s 
here  ? 

Enter  Rosse  and  Angus. 

RoJ/e.  The  king  hath  happily  receiv’d,  Macbeth , 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs  ; and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  venture  in  the  rebel’s  fight, 

H if  wonders  and  his  praifes  do  contend 

Which  lhould  be  thine,  or  his.  Silenc’d  with  That, 

In  viewing  o’er  the  red  o’th’felf-fame  day. 

He  finds  thee  in  the  llout  Norweyan  ranks. 

Nothing  afraid  of  what  thyfeif  didft  make. 

Strange  images  of  death.  As  thick  as  hail 
Came  poll  on  poll;  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom’s  great  defence, 

And  pour’d  them  down  before  him. 

Ang . We  are  fent 

To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  mailer,  thanks; 

Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight. 

Not  pay  thee. 

Roffe . And  for  an  earned  of  a greater  honour. 

He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor  : 
In  which  addition,  hail,  mod  worthy  Thane  ! 

For  it  is  thine. 

Ban . What  ! can  the  devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Mach . The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  ; 

Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrow’d  robes  ? 

Ang. 
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Ang.  Who  was  the  Thane  lives  yet  ; 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life. 

Which  he  deferves  to  lofe.  Whether  he  was 
Combin’d  with  Norway , or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  ’vantage,  or  that  with  both 
He  labour’d  in  his  country’s  wreck,  I know  not; 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs’d,  and  prov’d. 

Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb . Glumis , and  Thane  of  Cawdor!  [AJide* 
The  greateft  is  behind.  Thanks  for  your  pains. 

[lT i o x^ngus. 

Do  you  not  hope  your  children  fhali  be  kings  ? 

' [To  Banquo. 

When  thofe,  who  gave  to  me  the  Thane  of  Cawdor , 
Promis’d  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  trufted  home, 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 

Befides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor . But  ’tis  ftrange  ; 
And  oftentimes,  to  foothe  us  to  our  harm. 

The  inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths. 

Win  us  with  honed:  trifles,  to  betray  us 
Jn  deepefl  confequence. 

Coufins,  a word,  I pray  you.  [To  RoiTe  and  Angus. 

Macb . Two  truths  are  told,*  [ AJide . 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  fwelling  a& 

Of  the  imperial  theme.  I thank  you,  gentlemen— 

[To  Roffe  and  Angus. 

This  fupernatural  foliciting 

Cannot  be  ill  ; cannot  be  good. — If  ill, 

Why  hath  it  given  me  earned  of  fuccefs. 
Commencing  in  a truth  ? I’m  Thane  of  Cawdor • 

J1  good,  why  do  I yield  to  that  fuggeftion. 

Whole  horrid  image  doth  upfix  my  hair. 

And  make  my  feared  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 
Again!!  the  ufe  of  nature  ! rrefent  fears 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings. 

My  thought,  whofe  murder  yet  is  but  fantaftical. 
Shakes  fo  my  fingle  Hate  of  man,  that  function 

* It  was  very  judicious,  by  Banquo*s  drawing  the  melTengcrs 
alide,  to  give  Macbeth  a better  opportunity  of  ruminating  ; and 
this  lpeech  of  his  is  a mafterly  prologue  to  his  future  ads. 
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Is  (mother’d  in  furmife,  and  nothing  is 
But  wha:  is  nor. 

Ban . Look,  how  our  partner’s  rapt ! 

Macb % If  chance  will  have  me  Ling,  why  chance 
may  crown  me  [ Ajide • 

Without  my  ftir. 

Ban . New  honours  come  upon  him. 

Like  our  llrange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb . Come  what  come  may. 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughed:  day. 
Ban . Worthy  Macbeth , we  flay  upon  your  leifure. 
Macb . Give  me  your  favour  : my  dull  brain  was 
wrought 

With  things  forgot.  Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regiftered,  where  every  day  I turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them — Let  us  tow’rd  the  king. 
Think  upon  what  has  chanc’d  ; and  at  more  time, 

[To  Banquo. 

The  interim  having  weigh’d  it,  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban . Very  gladly. 

Macb . ’Till  then,  enough.  Come,  friends.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donaleain, 
Lenox,  and  Attendants . 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  yet  ? 

Are  not  thofe  in  commiiTion  yet  return’d  ? 

Mai.  My  liege, 

They  are  not  yet  come  back  ; but  I have  fpoke 
With  one  who  faw  him  die,  who  did  report. 

That  very  frankly  he  confefs’d  his  treafons. 
Implor’d  your  Highnefs’  pardon,  and  fet  forth 
A deep  repentance.  Nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  l'ke  the  leaving  it.  He  dy’d. 

As  one  that  had  been  iludied  in  his  death. 

To  throw  away  the  dearelt  thing  he  ow’d. 

As  ’twere  a carelefs  trifle. 

King . There’s  no  art 

To  find  the  mind’s  confiru&ion  in  the  face  ; 
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He  was  a gentleman  on  whom  I built 
An  abfolute  trull. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo5  Rosse,  and  Angus. 
O,  vvorthielt  coufin  ! 

The  fin  of  my  ingratitude,  e’en  now. 

Was  heavy  on  me.  Thou’rt  fo  far  before* 

That  fwiftefi  wing  of  recompence  is  flow 
To  overtake  thee.  Would  thou  hadlt  lefs  de-ferv*d 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  ! only  I’ve  left  to  fay. 

More  is  thy  due,  even  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb . The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I owe. 

In  doing  it  pays  itfeif.  Your  highnefs’  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties  ; and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  Bate,  children  and  fervants, 
Which  do  but  what  they  fhould,  by  doing  eveiy 
thing 

Safe  tow’rd  your  love  and  honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither  : 

] have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.  Noble  Banquo , 
Thou  haft  no  lefs  deferv’d,  and  muflbe  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo  : let  me  enfold-  thee. 

And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban . There  if  I grow. 

The  harved  is  your  own. 

King . My  plenteous  joys, 

Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  forrow.  Sons,  kinfmen.  Thanes, 

And  you  whofe  places  are  the  neareil,  know 
We  will  eftablifh  our  eflate  upon 
Our  eldeft  Malcolm , whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  prince  of  Cumberland ; which  honour  muft 
Not,  unaccompanied,  inveft  him  cn’y  ; 

But  figns  of  noblenefs,  like  Bars,  (hall  fhine 
On  all  defervers  — Hence  to  Invernefs , 

And  bind  us  farther  to  you. 

Macb.  T he  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us’d  for  you; 
I’ll  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach  ; 

So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

B King. 
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King.  My  worthy  Cawdor  ! 

Mach.  The  prince  of  Cumberland  ! — that  is  a ftop 
On  which  I mud  fill  down,  or  die  o’erleap  ; [ Afule . 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.  Stars,  hide  your  fires  ! 

Let  not  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires  : 

The  eye  wink  at  the  hand  ! yet  let  that  be 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.  [ Exit* 
King.  True,  worthy  Banquo  ; he  is  full  fo  valiant; 
And  in  his  commendations  i am  fed  ; 

It  is  a banquet  to  me.  Let  us  after  him, 

Wfccfe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome. 

It  is  a pe.erlefs  kinfman.  [ Flourijh . Exeunt . 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Macbeth’s 
Cajiley  at  Inverness. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  * alone , with  a letter. 

Lady.  THEY  met  me  in  the  day  of  juccefs  ; and  I 
have  learned  by  the  perfect  eft  report , they  have  more  in 
them  than  mortal  knowledge.  When  I burnt  in  dejire 
to  queftion  them  further , they  made  themfelves  airy  into 
which  they  vanijh  d.  While  1 food  rapt  in  the  wonder 
of  it,  came  mi  fives  from  the  king , who  all  hail'd  me 
Yhane  of  Cawdor  ; by  which  title  y before,  thefe  weyvoard 
fftters  Jaluted  me , and  referred  me  to  the  coming  on  of 
time , with  hail,  kmg  that  (halt  be  ! This  have  / 
thought  good  to  deliver  thee  ( my  dear  eft  partner  cf  great - 
tiffs)  that  thou  might  eft  ?iot  loje  the  dues  of  rejoicing , by 
'burg  ignorant  of  what  great  nefs  is  promis'd  thee . Lay 
it  to  thy-  heart , and farewel. 

Giamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor — and  {halt  be 
What  thou  art  promis’d.  Yet  do  I fear  thy  nature  ; 
it  is  too  full  oMF  milk  of  human  kbdnefs 
To  catch  the  neareft  way.  Thou  wouldft  be  great. 
Art  riot  without  ambition,  but  without 
The  illnefs  fhould  attend  it.  What  tfyou  wouldft 
highly, 

That  would  It  thou  holily  ; wouldft  not  play  falfe. 
And  yet  wouldft  flrongly  win.  Thou’dft  have,  great 
Cl  ami  st 

*-  Here  commences  a charter,  which,  notwitbftanding  our 
reverence  for  Shakespeare*  we  hope  is  carried  beyond  nature. 
V*  t mean  in  a woman  of  her  rank  and  education. 

That 
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That  which  cries,  “ thus  thou  muft  do,  if  thou  have 
“ And  that  which  rather  thou  doit  fear  to  do,  [me, 
*c  Than.wilh.  ft  fhould  be  undone.”  Hie  thee  hither. 
That  i may  pour  my  fpiri.i  in  thine  ear. 

And  chaftife,  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue, 

Al(  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round 
Which  Fate  and  metaphyfic  aid  doth  feem 
To  have  thee  crown’d  withal. 

Entet.  MtJJenger . 

What  are  your  tidings  ? 

Mej\  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady , Thou’rt  mad  to  fay  it. 

Is  not  thy  mailer  with  him  ? who,  were  it  fo. 

Would  have  inform’d  for  preparation. 

Me/.  Sopleafeyou,  it  is  true:  our  Thane  is  coming. 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  ; 

W ho,  aim o ft  d e a d ft • r b ; eath,  h a d 1 e a r c c I y tn o r a 
Than  would  make  up  his  mcflhge. 

Lady . Give  him  tending  ; 

He  brings  great  newt  . The  raven  himfelf  is  hoar/e, 

[ Exit  Mtj\ 

That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.  Come,  all  ye  fpirits 
Th^t  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  linfex  me  here  ; 

And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  th'  toe,  topful 
Of  dire  ft  cruelty  ; make  thick  my  blood  ; 

Stop  up  th?  accefs  and  paffage  to  remorfe. 

That  no  compunctious  vifitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 
Th*  effect  and  it.  Come  to  my  woman’s  breaks. 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  ye  murdering  mini  iters  ! 
Wherever  in  -your  light lefs  fubftances 
Ye  wait  on  nature’s  mifehief — Come,  thick  night ! 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmoke  of  hell, 

That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wou-ndTrmiakes  ; 
Nor  heav’n  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark. 
To  cry,  hoid,  hold  !'— 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Qlamis  ! worthy  Cazvdor  ! 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  a i i - hail  hereafter  I 
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Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  igu’rant  prefent  time,  and  I feel  now 
The  future  in  theinfUnt. 

Mach . D earetl  lo\e, 

Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Mach.  To-morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 

Lady.  Oh,  never 
Shall  fun  that  morrow  fee  !— 

Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a bock,  where  men 
May  read  11  range  matters.  To  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time  ; bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  ; look  like  the  innocent; 
flower. 

But  be  the  ferpent  under t.  He  that’s  coming 
Mull  be  provided  for;  and  you  fhal)  put 
This  night’s  great  bufinefs  into  my  difpatch. 

Which  lhall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fovereign  fway  and  maflerdoro. 

Mach.  We  will  fpeak  further  of  this  bufinefs, 

Lady , Only  look  up  clear  : 

To  alter  favour,  ever  is  to  fear, 

Leave  all  the  red  to  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  fyefore  Macbeth’s  C a file- gate. 

A Flourijh.  Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Dona i> bain, 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduff,  Rosse,  Angus, 
and  Attendants . 

King . This  caflle  hath  a pleafant  fite  ; the  air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unto  our  gentle  fenfes. 

Ban . This  guefl  cf  Summer,* 

The  temple  haunting  martlet  does  approve. 

By  his  lov’d  manfionry,  that  heaven’s  breath 
Smells  vvooingly  here.  No  jutting  frieze, 

Buttrefs,  or  coigne  of ’vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed  and  procreant  cradle  : 
Where  they  molt  breed  and  haunt,  1 have  obferv’d 
The  air  is  delicate. 

* It  is  hard  to  meet  a paflage  which  conveys  the  intended 
ideas  with  more  beautiful  brevity  than  this. 
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Enter  Lady  M a cbeth,  from  the  C a file. 
King.  See,  fee  ! our  honour’d  hoftefs  ! 

The  love  that  follows  us  fomecimes  is  our  trouble, 
Which  ilil!  vve  thank  as  love.  Herein  [ teach  you. 
How  you  fhoulcl  bid  Hea.v’n-eyld  * us  for  your  pains, 
A lid  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady . All  our  fervice 

(In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double) 
Were  poor  and  fingle  buhnefs  to  contend 
Againft  rhofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majelly  loads  our  houfe.  For  thofe  of  old. 
And  the  late  dignities  heap’d  up  to  them, 

W e red  your  hermits. 

King..  Where’s  the  Thane  ot'Caiudor  P 
We  cours’d  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor  : but  he  rides  well. 

And  his  great  love  (fharp  as  his  fpur)  hath  holp  him 
To’s  home  before  u>.  Fair  and  noble  hollefs> 

We  are  your  gueil  to  night. 

Lady.  Your  fervants  ever 

Have  theirs,  t'-emfelves,  and  what  is  theirs  in  compt. 
To  make  their  audit  at  you  highnefs’  pleafure. 

Still  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand  ; 

Condudl  me  to  mine  boil  ; we  love  him  highly. 

And  fhall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 

By  your  leave,  ho  dels.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE,  changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Macbeth’s 
Cajtle. 

Enter  Macbeth, 

JMach , If  it  were  done , when  ’tis  done,  then  ’fwere 
IF  were  done  quickly  ; if  that  but  this  blow  [wellp 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all — Here. 

But  here,  upon  this  bank -and  Oioal  of  time. 

We’d  jump  the  life  to  come. — But  in  thefe  cafes 
Kyld  means  either  to  reward,  or  flue  Id.  1 
f Through  this  fpliioquy,  and  the  following  fcene,  Macbeth 
ihould  have  a dubious,  hefitative  caii  of  countenance,  with  full, 
lolemn  toners  of  voice  ; his  lady  we  expeft  to  .have  a confirmed 
countenance,  with  fpiritcd  tones. 
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We  full  have  judgment  here,  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftru&ions  ; which  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  tV  inventor.  Even-handed  Jufiice 
Returns  th’  ingredients  of  our  poifon’d  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.  He’s  here  in  double  truft ; 

Firlt  as  I am  his  kinfman  and  his  fubjedt — 

Strong  both  againll  the  deed  ; then  as  his  hoft, 

Who  lhould  fiLgainfl:  his  murd’rer  (hut  the  door. 

Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.  Beiiaes,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  dear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels  trumpet-  tongu’d,  again  ft 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  offi : 

And  -Pity,  like  a naked  7iew-born  babe,  / 

Striding  the  blaji , or  heav'n' s cheriibin  hors' d 
Upon  the  JightUfs  courfes  of  the  air , 

Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  ev'ry  eye , 

*That  tears  foall  drown  the  wind.*  1 have  no  fpur 
Vo  prick  the  Jides  of  my  intent v but  only 
Vaunting  Ambition,  which  o' e "leaps  itfelf. 

And  falls  on  th * other — — 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

How  now  ! what  news  ? 

Lady . He’s  almoil  fupp’d  ; why  have  you  left  the 

Mach . Hath  he  affi’d  for  me?  [chamber? 

Lady . Know  you  not  he  has  ? 

Macb . We  will  proceed  no  farther  in  this  bufinefs. 
He  hath  honour’d  me  of  late,  and  I have  bought 
Golden  opinions  frotn  all  forts  of  people. 

Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newdt  glofs. 
Not  caft  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hope  drunk 
Wherein  you  drelt  yourfelf  ? hath  it  flept  linee 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ? from  this  time 
Such  I account  thy  love.  Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  ?.£t  and  valour. 

As  thou  art  in  defire  ? Wouldft  thou  have  That 

* The  latter  part  of  this  fpeech  exhibits  imagery  fomewhat 
ft  rained.  Might  it  not,  in  reprefen  tat  ion,  conclude  with. 

The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off? 
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Which  thou  efle'em’ft  the  ornament  of  life. 

And  live  a coward  in  thine  own  efleem  ? 

Letting  I dare  not , wait  upon,  I '-would. 

Like  the  poor  cat  in  th’  adage. 

Macb . Pr'ythee,  peace : 

I dare  do  all  that  may  become  a man  ; 

Who  dares  do  more  is  none.* 

Lady.  What  bead:  was’t,  then. 

That  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me  ? 

When  you  durfl  do  it,  then  you  were  a man  ; 

And  (to  be  more  than  what  you  were)  you  would 
Be  jfo  much  more  the  man.  Nor  time,  nor  place 
Did  then  cohere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They’ve  made  themfelves  ; and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
Does  unmake  you.  I have  given  fuck,  and  know 
How  tender  ’tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me—* 

I would,  while  it  was  fmilingin  my  face. 

Have  pluck’d  my  nipple  from  hisboneiefs  gums,  f 
And  dafh'd  the  brains  out,  had  I but  fo  fworn. 

As  you  have  done,  to  this.. 

Macb . If  we  fhould  fail ! 

Lady.  How  fail  1 

But  bring  your  courage  to  the  proper  place. 

And  we’ll  not  fail.  When  Duncan  is  a deep, 

(Whereto  the  rather  fhall  this  day’s  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I with  wine  and  wafiel  f fo  convince. 

That  memory  (the"  warder  of  the  brain) 

“Shall  be  a fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reafon 
A limbeck  only.  When  in  fwinifli  Beep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie,  as  in  a death. 

What  cannot  you  and  l perform  upon 
Til7  unguarded  Duncan  P what  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  officers,  who  fhall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Macb . Bring  forth  men-children  only  ! - 

* Never  was  there  a nobler  fentiment  than  this,  nor  one  more 
adequately  expreffed. 

f This  is  the  fentiment  rather  of  a fiend  than  a woman  • yet 
mu  ft  be  allowed  horribly  chara&eriftic. 

X WalTel.  The  word  is  wajTail,  and  fignifies  an  old  Englirti 
beverage,  compofid  of  apples,  honey  and  ale. 
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For  thy  undaunted  metal  iliould  compofe 
Nothing  but  males.  Will  it  not  be  received. 

When  vve  have  mark’d  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us’d  their  very  daggers,  , 
That  they  have  don’t? 

Lady.  Whodaresrecenc.it  other. 

As  we  fhall  make  our  griefs  and. clamour  roar 
Upon*  his  death  ? ' 

Mad.  I’m  fettl’d,  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 

Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireil  fhow;  a 
Falfe  face  mull  hide. what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know. 

[ Exeunt • 

A C T II. 

SCENE,  a Hall  in  Macbeth's  Cafile. 

Enter  Ban  quo,  and  Fleance,  with  a torch  before 

him. 

Bctnx  HOW  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

Flea.  The  moon  is  down  ; I have  not  heard  the 
clocks 

Ban.  And  ihe  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Flea . I tak’i  ’tis  later.  Sir. 

Ban . A heavy  furomons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  1 would  rot  il  ecp.  Merciful  pow’rs  1 
Reltrainin  me  the  curled  thoughts  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repefe. 

Enter  M acbeth,  and  a Servant  with  a light. 
Vfho’s  there  ? 

Mach . A friend.. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  red?  the  king’s  a-bq,d.; 
He  hath  to-night  been  in  unufual  pleafarc, 

And  lent  great  largefs  to  your  officers ; 

This  diamond  he, greets  your  wife  withal. 

By  the  name  of  moil  k«nd  hollefs,  and  ihut-up 
Jn  rr eafu.relefs  content. 

Mach.  Being  unprepar’d, 

Our  will  became  the  fervent  to  defect, 

Which  elfe  ffiould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All’s  well. 
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I dreamt  lad  night,  of  the  three  weyward  lifters  : 

To  you  they’ve  Ihew’d  feme  truth. 

Macb . I think  not  of  them  ; 

Yet  when  we  can.  intreat  an  hour  to  ferve. 

Would  fpend  it  in  ipme  words  upon  that  budnefs. 

If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

Ban,  At  your  kind  leifure. 

Mach*  if  you  dial!  cleave  to  my  confent,  when  ’tis^ 
It  fhall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban,  So  I lofe  none 
In  feekingto  augment  it,  but  dill  keep 
My  hofom  franchis’d  and  allegiance  clear, 

I fhall  be  coun fell’d. 

Mach . Good  repofe  the  while  ! 

Ban,  Thanks,  Sir  ; the  like  to  you. 

[Exeunt  Ban^uo  and  Fleance# 
Macb . Go,  bid  thy  rniftrefs,  when  my  drink  is  ready. 
She  drike  upon  the  bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.  [ Exit  Ser. 
— is  this  a dagger  which  1 fee  before  me. 

The  handle  tow’rd  my  hand?  Come,  let  me  clutch 
I have  thee  not,  and  yet  I fee  thee  dill ; [thee,* 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vilion,  fendbie 
To  feeling  as  to  light  ? or  art  thou  but 
A dagger  of  the  mind,  a falfe  creation. 

Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppreiTed  brain  £ 

I fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable, 

As  this  which  now  1 draw  — — - 

Thou  marlhal’d  me  the  way  that  I was  going 

And  fuch  an  indrument  I was  to  ufe — 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o’  th’  other  fenfes, 

Or  elfe  worth  all  the  red — 1 fee  thee  dill. 

And  on  the  blade  o’th’  dudgeon  gouts  + of  blood. 
Which  was  not  fo  before. — There’s  no  fuch  thing. 
It  is  the  bloody  budnefs  which  informs 
Thus  to  mine  eyes — Now  o’er  one  half  the  world 
Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
The  curtain’d  deep;  now  Witchcraft  Celebrates 
Pale  Hecate’s  offerings,  and  wither’d  Murder, 

* This  foliloquy  is  written  ail  through  in  a moft  nervous  jna- 
fterly  ftyle  of  exprefiion,  and  conveys  a ftriking  picture  of  Mac- 
beth’s alarmed,  though  determined  mind# 

+ Gouts,  drops,  from  gutta. 
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(Alarm’d  by  his  fen  tine!  the  wolf, 

Whofe  howl’s  his  watch)  thus  with  his  Healthy  pace, 
With  I 'ar jiiin  s raviihing  ftrides,  tow’rds  his  defign 
Moves  like  aghoft, — -Thou  found  and  hmn  fet  Earth, 
Hear  not  my  Heps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  ftor.es  prate  of  my  where-aboiit  ; 

And  take  the  pry  fen  t horror  frotn  the  time. 

Which  now  fu  its  with  it — — [ A bell  rings. 

I go,  and  it  is  done  ; the  bell  invites  me. 

Hear  it  not,  Duncan , for  it  is  a knell. 

That  fummons  thee  to  he:,v*n,  or  to  hcdl,  [Exit. 
Enter  L ady  Macbeth, 

Lady . That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath 
made  me  bold  ; 

What  hath  quench’d  them,  hath  given  me  fire.  Hark! 

peace  ! 

I:  was  the  owl  that  (h-nek’d,  the  fatal  beli-man. 
Which  gives  the  ffeern’ft  good  night — he  is  about  it~ 
The  doors  are  open  ; and  the  forfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores,  I’ve  drugg’d  their 
p offers. 

That  Death  and  Nature  do  contend  about  them. 
Whether  they  live  or  die.. 

Enter  Macbeth; 

Mach . Who’s  there  ? what,  ho  ? * — 

Lady.  Alack  ! I am  afraid  they  have  awak’d. 

And  ’tis  not  done  ; th’  attempt,  and  not  the  deed,^ 
Confounds  us — Hark  !— D laid  their  daggers  ready. 
He  could  not  mifs  ’em  — Had  he  not  re  fern  bled 
My  father  as  he  flept,  1 had  don’t- — -My  hufband  ! 
Mach.  I’ve  done  the  deed— aid’ll  thou  not  hear  a 
noife  ? 

Lady.  I heard  the  owl  feream,  and  the  crickets  cry, 
Did  you  not  fpeak? 

Macb.  When  ? 

Lady . Now. 

Macb.  As  i defeended. 

. Lady.  Ay. 

* The  feene  of  the  murder  is  moft  admirably  calculated  for 
a$ion,  and  fhould  be- played  in  a tremulous,  under  tone  of  voice, 
with  a ftrong  exertion  of  horror- (truck  features* 

Macb. 
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Mach.  Hark  ! — who  lies  i’  th’  fecond  chamber  ? 
Lady . Donalbain. 

Macb.  This  is  a ferry  fight.  [ Looks  enhis  bands. 
Lady.  A foolifh  thought,  to  fay  a f rry  fight. 
Macb . There’s  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep,  and  one 
cry’d  murder  ! 

They  wak/d  each  other  ; and  I hood  and  heard  them; 
But  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addrelt  them 
Again  to  fleep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg’d  together. 

Macb.  One  cry’d,  Heav’n  blefs  us ! and  Amen,  the 
other. 

As  they  had  feen  me,  with  thefe  hangman’s  hands, 
Lill’ning  their  fear.  I could  not  fay  Amen, 

When  they  did  fay,  Heav’n  blefs  us. 

Lady  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

* Macb . But  wherefore  could  not  I pronounce  Amen? 
I had  moft  need  of  bleffirig,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady.  Thefe  deeds  muf!  riot  be  thdught 
After  thefe  ways;  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Me: bought  I heard  a voice  cry, Sleep  no  more! 
Macbeth  doth  murder  Sleep  ; the  innocent  fleep  ; 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravell’d  fleeve  of  Care, 

The  birth  of  each  day’s  life,  fore  labour’s  bath. 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature’s  fecond  courfe. 
Chief  nourifher  in  life’s  feaft — * 

Lady . What  do  you  mean  ? 

Ivlacb.  Still  it  cry’d,  Sleep  no  more,  to  all  the  houfe; 
Glamis  has  murther’d  Sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  fleep  no  more  ; Macbeth  fhall  fleep  no  more  ! 
Lady.  Who  was  it  that  thus  cry’d  ? Why,  worthy 
Thane, 

Yon  do  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
So  brain-flckly  of  things.  Go,  get  fome  water, 

And  wafh  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand. 

Why  did  you  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  mull  lie  there.  Go,  carry  them,  and  fmear 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb . Til  go  no  more  ; 

* Thjsiis  a moft  poetical  panegyric  on  that  eftential  repofe, 
which  repair's  and  invigorates  nature. 

%■  lam 
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I am  afraid  to  think  what  I have  done; 

Look  on’t  again  I dare  not. 

Lady.  Infirm  of  purpofe  ! 

Give  me  the  daggers ; the  fleeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pi&ures ; ytis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a painted  devil.  If  he  do  bleed, 

I?ll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal* 

For  it  mud:  feem  their  guilt.  [Exit. 

Knocks  within. 

Mach.  Whence  is  that  knocking  ? [ Starting . 

Flow  is’t  with  me,  when  every  noife  appals  me? 
What  hands  are  here  ? Ha ! they  pluck  out  mine  eyes. 
Will  all  great  Neptune’s  ocean  wafh  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ? No,  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  fea  incarnadine. 

Making  the  green  one  red  — — * 

- Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour,  but  I fhame 
To  wear  a heart  fo  white.  I hear  a knocking  [Knock. 
At  the  fouth  entry.  Retire  we  to  Our  chamber  : 

A little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 

How  eafy  is  it  then  ? your  conftancy 

Hath  left  you  unattended — Hark,  -more  knocking  ! 

[Knock. 

Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occafion  call  us. 

And  fhew  us  to  be  watchers  : be  not  loft 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb.  To  know  my  deed,’twere  beft  not  know  myfelf. 

[Knock. 

Wake,  Duncan , with  this  knocking:  would  thou 
couldft  1 [Exeunt. 

[A  loud  knocking. 

A fervant  crojfts  the ft age , and  opens  the  door. 
Enter  Macduff  and  Lenox.  + 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed. 
That  you  do  lie  fo  long  ? 

* The  fearful  exaggerated  apprehenfions  of  confclous  guilt, 
are  finely  exprelTed  in  this  fpeech,  which  requires  very  empha- 
tic delivery. 

+ The  part  of  the  porter  is  properly  omitted  ; and  the  Italic 
lines,  by  tranfpofition,  judicioufly  introduced*  to  give  Macbeth 
time  for  change  of  appearance,  Ser* 
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Ser . Faith , 67r,  caroufng , till  the  fecond  cock, 

Len . The  night  has  been  unruly  ; where  woe  lay. 

Our  chimnies  wo  ere  b Id won  down  ; and  as  they  fay, 

L ament ings  heard  1 th'  air , jl range  /creams  of  death , 
prophefytng  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combujlion , and  confus* d e vents, 

New  batch'd  to  tlo  woful  times  ! 

The  obfcure  bird  clamour  d the  live  long  night  : 

Some  fay  the  earth  did  quake, 

Macd . Is  thy  Maher  birring  ? 

Our  knocking  has  awak’d  him;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Len.  Good-morrow.,  noble  Sir* 

Macb. . Good-morrow  both. 

Macd.  Is  the^king  birring,  worthy  Thane  ? 

* Macb . Not  yet. 

Macd . He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him; 
I’ve  alitloft  flipt  the  hour, 

Macb , Til  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  J know  this  is  a joyful  trouble  to  you  ; 

But  yet  ’tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we'  delight  in,  phyficks  pain  : 
This  is  the  door* 

Macd.  Pll  make  fo  bold  to  call,  for  ’tis  my  limited 
fervice.  [Exit  Macduff, 

Len,  Goes  the  king  hence  to-day  ? 

Macb , He  did  appoint  fo. 

’Tvvas  a rough  night. 

Len . My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A fellow  to  it. 

Enter  Macduff* 

Macd . O horror  ! horror  1 horror  ! 

Nor  tongue  nor  heart  cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee. 
Macb . and  Len . What’s  the  matter? 

Macd . Confulion  now  hath  made  his  maber-p^ece  ; 
Mob  facrilegious  Murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  lord’s  anointed  temple,  and  bole  thence 
The  life  o’th’  building. 

Macb . What  is’t  you  fay  ? the  life  ? 

Len . Mean  you  his  majeby  ? 
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■ Mad.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  deflroy  your 
light 

With  a new  Gorgon. — Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  ; 

See,  and  then  fpeak  vourfelves.  Awake  ! awake  ! 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  alarum  bell* — murder  ! .and  treafon  ! 
Banquo  and  Donalbain  ! Malcolm  ! awake  ! 

Shake  ofr  this  downy  fieep,  death’s  counterfeit. 

And  look  on  death  itfelf— Up,  up,  and  fee 
The  great  doom’s  image — Malcolm!  Banquo  ! 

As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights. 
To  countenance  this  horror* 

Bell  rings . Enter  Banquo. 

Q Banquo , Banquo , our  royal  mailer’s  murder’d. 

Ban.  I pr’ythee  contradict  thyfelf. 

And  fay  it  is  not  fo.  - 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox  and  kosse. 

Mach.  Had  I but  dy’d  an  hour  before  this  chance* 
I hap  lived  a blefled  time  : for,  from  this  infant. 
There’s  nothing  ferious  in  mortality  ; 

All  are  but  toys  ; reft  own  and  grace  is  dead  3 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
js  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcol m and  Don  albain, 

Mai.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  knovv’t  : 

The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  Hop t ; the  very  fource  of  it  is  flopt. 

Macd . Your  royal  father’s  m.urder’d. 

MaL  Oh,  by  whom  ? 

ten.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feem’d,  had  don’t: 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg’d  with  blood, 
bo  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip’d,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows  ; they  fared  and  were  difra&ed  3 
No  man’s  life  was  to  be  trufed  with  them. 

Mach.  O,  yet  1 do  repent  me  of  my  fury. 

That  I did  kill  them.-- — 

Macd.  Wherefore  did  you  fo"?  [furious, 

• Macb*  WTg  can  be  wife,  a maz’d*  temp’rate,  and 

Loyal, 
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Loyal,  and  neutral,  in.  a moment  ? No  man. 

The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 

Gut-ran  the  paufer,  Reafon.  Here  lay  Duncan, 

His  lilver  fkin  laced  with  his  golden  blood. 

And  his  gafh’d  (labs  look’d  like  a breach  in  nature. 
For  ruin’s  wafter’ul  entrance  ; there  the  murderers. 
Steep’d  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Unmannerly  reech’d  with  gore  : who  could  refrain* 
That  had  a heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage  to  make  love  known  ?* 

MaL  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues. 

That  mo  ft  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  What  ihould  be  fpoken  here. 

Where  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augre  hole. 

May  rafh  and  feitfe  us  ? Let’s  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew’d. 

MaL  Nor  our  ftrong  fQrrow  on 
Tire  foot  of  motion. 

Ban.  Let  us  meet, 

And  queltion  this,  mod:  bloody  piece  of  work, 

To  know  it  further.  Fears  and  fcruples  fhake  us  i 
In  the  great  hand  of  Heav’n  I ftand,  and  thence,  ♦ 
Againft  the  undivulg’d  pretence  I light 
Of  treasonous  malice. 

Mach.  So  do  I. 

All.  So  all. 

Mach . Let’s  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs. 

And  meet  i’  th’  hall  together. 

AIL  Well,  contented.  \ Exeunt. 

MaL  What  will  you  do?  let’s  not  confort  with 
To  jfhew  an  unfelt  forrow,  is  an  office  [them  : 

Which  the  falfe  man  does  eafy.  I’ll  to  England. 

Don . To  Ireland  l ; our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer  ; where  we  are, 

There’s  daggers  in  men’s  fmiles  : the  nearer  in  blood. 
The  nearer  bloody. 

MaL  This  murderous  draft  that’s  fhot 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  ; and  our  fafeft  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.  Therefore,  to  horfe  ; 

* This  is  a v£ry  bold,  high  finished  poetical  picture  of  the 
murdered  king,  and  by  a forceable  afteftion  of  forrow,  artfully 
conceals -Macbeth’s  guilt. 
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And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 

But  fhift  away  ; there’s  warrant  in  that  theft,  - 
Which  Heals  itfdf*when  there’s  no  ifercy  left. 

[ Exeunt  c 

T*he  SCENE  changes  to  a Wood . Thunder  ajul 
Lightning . Enter  federal  Witches  and  Jing. 

1 Witch . Speak,  filler,— is  the  deed  done? 

2 Witch . Long  ago,  long  ago  ; 

Above  twelve  glades  fince  have  run. 

3 Witch . ill  deeds  are  feldom  flow. 

Or  fmgle,  but  following  crimes  on  former  wait. 

4 Witch . The  word  of  creatures  fafeil  propagate. 
Many  more  murders  mud  this  one  enfue  \ 

Dread  horrors  Hill  abound. 

And  ev\ry  place  furround. 

As  if  in  death  were  found 
Propagation  too. 

2 Witch.  He  mull  ! 

3 Witch.  He  (hall  ! 

4 Witch , He  will  fpill  much  more  blood. 

And  become  worfe,  to  make  his  title  good. 

Chor,  He  will,  he  will  fpill  much  .more  blood, 
And  become  worfe,  to  make  his  title  good. 

1 Witch.  Now  let’s  dance. 

2 Witch . Agreed. 

3 Witch . Agreed. 

4 Witch . Agreed. 

All . Agreed. 

Chor . We  fhould  rejoice  when  good  kings  bleed. 
When  cattle  die,  about,  about  we  go  ; 

When  lightning  and  dread  thunder 
Rend  flubborn  rocks  afunder. 

And  fill  the  world  with  wonder. 

What  fhould  we  do  ? 

Chor.  Rejoice- — we  fhould  rejoice. 

When  winds  and  waves  are  warring. 

Earthquakes  the  mountains  tearing, 

And  monarchs  die  defpairing, 

What  fhould  we  do  ? 

Chor . Rejoice——— —we  fhould  rejoice. 
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1 Witch . Let’s  have  a dance  upon  the  heath. 

We  gain  more  life  by  Duncan's  death. 

2 Witch . Sometimes  like  branded  cats  we  Blew, 
Having  no  mufic  but  our  mew. 

To  which  we  dance  in  fome  old  mill. 

Upon  the  hopper,  Bone,  or  wheel. 

To  fome  old  faw,  or  bardiih  rhyme. 

Chor.  Where  Bill  the  miihclack  does  keep  time, 
lit 

Sometimes  about  a hollow  tree. 

Around,  around,  around  dance  we  ; 

Thither  the  chirping  crickets  come. 

And  beetles  iing  in  drowfy  hum  ; 

Sometimes  we  dance  o’er  femes  or  furze,  - 
To  howls  of  wolves,  or  barks  of  curs  ; 

Or  if  with  none  of  thefe  we  meet, 

Chor . We  dance  to  th’  echoes  of  our  feet, 

Chor.  At  the  night  ravea’s  difmal  voice. 

When  others  tremble  we  rejoice. 

And  nimbly,  nimbly  dance  we  Bill, 

To  th’  echoes  from  a hollow  hill.  - [Exeunt* 


a c"t  iil* 

SCENE,  the  Outjide  c/Macbeth’s  Cdjile . 
Enter  Rosse,  <with  an  Old  Man. 

Old  Man . THREESCORE  and  ten  I can  remem- 
ber well ; 

V/itnim  the  volume  of  which  time  I’ve  feen 
Honrs  dreadful,  and  things  Brange  ; but  this  fore 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings . [night 

Rojfe.  Ah,  good  father. 

Thou  fee’B  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man’s  act. 
Threaten  this  bloody  Bage  : by  th’  clock,  ’tis  day. 
And  yet  darkmight  nrangles  the  travelling  lamp. 
Is’t  night’s  predominance,  or  the  day’s  Blame, 

* There  is  a tranfpofition  of  the  laft  feene  of  the  former  Aft, 
brought  forward  here,,  which  is  an  advantage -to  the.  repre- 
lenutiem 
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That  darknefs  doth  the  earth  entomb. 

When  living  light  (hould  kifs  it  ? 

Old  M.  'Tis  unnatural. 

Even  like  the  deed  that’s  done.  On  Tuefday  la  ft 
A falcon,  tow ’ring  in  her  pride  of  place. 

Was  by  a moufing  owl  hawkt  at,  and  kill’d. 

Roffe.  And  Duncan  s horfes  (a  thing  moil  flrange 
and  certain  !) 

Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  the  race. 

Turn’d  wild  in  nature,  broke  the  flails,  flung  out. 
Contending  ’gainfl  obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  war  with  man. 

Old  M.  ’Tis  faid  they  eat  each  other. 

Rffe.  They  did  fo,  to  the  amazement  of  mine 
eyes, 

That  look’d  upon’t.  [Exit  Old  Man, 

Enter  Macduff. 

Here  comes  the  good  Macduff, 
flow  goes  the  world,  fir,  now? 

Macd,  Why,  fee  you  not  ? 

Roffe.  Js’t  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody 
Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  flain.  [deed  ? 
Rffe.  Alas,  the  day  ! 

What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd . They  were  fuborn’d  ; 

Malcolm  and  Don  al  bain,  the  king’s  two  fo  ns. 

Are  flol’n  away  and  fled;  which  puts  on  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

Roffe . ’Gainfl  nature  Hill  : 

Thriftlefs  ambition  t that  will  raven  up 
Thine  own  life’s  means. — Then  ’tis  mol?  like 
The  fovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth  ! 

Macd . He  is  already  nam’d,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  inverted. 

Roffe.  Where  is  Duncan  s body  ? 

Macb . Carried  to  Colmkill , 

The  facred  rtorthoufe  of  his  predecdTors, 

And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Rffe.  Will  you  go  to  Scone  ? 

Macd.  Novcourtn,  I II  to  Fife, 

Roffe.  Well*  I will  thither. 
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Maid . Well,  may  you  lee  things  well  done  there- 
Adieu. 

Left  our  old  robes  lit  caller  than  our  new!  [ Exeunt • 
SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  the  Palace . 

Enter  Ban  quo. 

Ban.  Thou  haft  it  now  ; King,  Cawdor,  Glamii , 
The  weyward  women  promis’d  ; and  I fear  [all 
Thou  play’dft  moft  foully  fork  : yet  it  was  faid, 

It  Ihould  not  ftand  in  thy  pofterity  ; 

But  that  myfeif  Ihould  be  the  root  and  father 
Of  many  kings.  If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
(As  upon  thee,  Macbeth , their  fpeeches  Ihine) 

Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 

1 May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well. 

And  fet  me  up  in  hope  ? But,  hulh,  no  more. 

Trumpets  found.  Enter  Macbeth  as  King,  Lenox, 
Rosse,  Lo^ds  ana  Attendant s. 

Mach.  Here’s  our  ch’ef gueft.  [Pointing  fo  Banqua, 
Tc-night  we  hold  a folemn  fupper,  Sir, 

And  I’ll  requeft  your  prefence. 

Ban.  Lay  your  highnefs’ 

Command  upon  me  ; to  the  which  my  duties 
Are,  with  a moft  indiftbluble  tie. 

For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Mach.  We  ihould  have  elfe  defir ’d 
Your  good  advice  (which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave 
And  profperous)  in  this  day’s  council  ; but 
We’ll  take  to-morrow.  Is  it  fir  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
’Twixt  this  and  fupper.  Go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 
I mud  become  a borrower  of  the  night 
For  a dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb . Fail  not  our  feaft. 

Ban.  My  lord,  I will  not. 

Mach.  Hie  tc5  horfe  ; adieu, 

Till  you  return  at  night.  Goes  F/eance  with  you  ? 
Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ; Qur  time  does  call  upon 
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Macb . I vvifH  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fore  of  foot ; 
And  fo  I do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 

Farewel,  . [ Exit  Banquo® 

Let  every  man  be  mailer  of  his  time 
’Till  feveri  at  night ; to  make  fociety 
The  fleeter  welcome  we  will  keep  ourfelf 
’Till  fupper-time  alone ; till  then  Heav’n  be  with 
you.  . ..  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Manent  Macbeth  and  a Servant. 

Sirrah,  a word  with  you  ; attend  thofe  men 
Our  pleafure  ? 

Ser.  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  ns To  be  thus,  is 

nothing  ? [ Exit  Servant. 

But  to  be  fafely  thus- Our  fears  in  Ban  quo 

Stick  deep  ; and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear’d.  ’Tis  much  he 
And  to  that -daun clefs  temper  of  his  mind,  [dares* 
He  hath  a wifdom  that  doth. guide  his  valour 
To  aft  in  fafety.  There  is  none  but  he 
Whofe  being  I do  fear;  and  under  him 
My  genius  is  rebuk’d  ; as  it  is  faid 
Anthony's  was  by  Cefar . He  chid  the  fillers, 

When  firft  they  put  the  name' of  king  on  me. 

And  bade  them  fpeak  to^him  ; then,  prophet  like*  « 
They  hail’d  him  father  to  a line  of  kings. 

Upon  my  head  they  plac’d  a fruitlefs  crown. 

And  put  a barren  fceptre  in  my  gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wrench’d  with  an  unlineal  hand, 

"No  fon  cfpnine  fucceeding.  If  His  fo. 

For  Ban  quo*  s iffue  have  I filed  my  mind  ; 

For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I murder’d  ; 

Put  rancours  in  the  veffel  of  my  peace. 

Only  for  them!  and  mine  eternal  jewel 
Giv’n  to  the  common  enemy  of  man. 

To  make  them  kings — the  feed  c-f  Ban  quo-,  king*! 
Rather  than  fo,  comp fate  into  the  Iifl, 

And  champion  me  to  the  utterance  Who’s  there? 
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Enter  Servant  and  tzvo  Murderers . 

Go  to  the  door,  and  flay  there  till  we  calf. 

[Exit  Servant . 

Was  it  not  yeflerday  that  we  fpoke  together? 

Mur.  It  was  fo,  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now 
You  have  confider’d  of  my  fpeeches  ; know 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  pall,  which  held 
You  fo  under  fortune. 

Do  you  find 

Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature, 

That  you  can  let  this  go  ? Are  you  fo  gofpel’d 
To  pray  for  this  good  Banquo  and  his  iffue, ' 

Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bow’d  you  to  the  grave. 
And  beggar’d  yours,  for  ever  ? 
i Mur,  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Macb . Ay,  in  the  catalogue  you  go  for  men, 

A s hounds  and  greyhounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  curs, 
Shcughs*,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  clep’d 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs  ; the  valu’d  file 
Diflinguiihes  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle. 

The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter  ; every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  clos’d  ; and  fo  of  men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a flation  in  the  hie, 

And  not  the  word  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it ; 

And  I will  put  that  bufinefs  in  your  bofoms, 

Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off. 

Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  or  us. 

Who  wear  our  health  but  fickly  in  his  life, 

Which  m his  death  were  perfedl. 
i Mur . I am  one 

So  weary  with  difaflers,  tugg’d  with  fortune. 

That  I would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on’t. 

Macb.  Both  of  you 
Know  Banquo  was  your  enemy, 
i Mur.  True,  my  lord. 

Macb . So  is  he  mine  ; and  in  fuch  bloody  diilance. 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thru  (is 
# Shoughs,  water-dogs. 
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AgainA  my  near’ft  of  life  ; and  though  I could 
With  bare-fac’d  power  fvveep  him  from  my  fight. 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it  ; yet  I mull  not. 

For  fundry  weighty  reafons. 

2 Mur . We  {hall,  my  lord. 

Perform  what  you  command  us, 

i Mur.  Though  our  lives  — [at  mod, 

Macb . Your  {pints  Ihine  through  you.  In  this  hour, 
I will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves  ; 

(For’t  mufx  be  done  to-night, 

And  fomething  from  the  palace  :)  and  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work) 

Fleance  his  fon,  that  keeps  him  company. 

Mull  embrace  the  fate 

Of  that  dark  hour.  Refolve  yourfelves  apart. 

I’ll  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur . We  are  refolv’d,  my  lord.  [Exeunt  Murderers 
Macb , It  is  concluded— Banquo,  thy  foul’s  flight. 
If" it  find  heav’n,.muft  find  it  ought  to-night. 

[Exit  Macbetho 

SCENE,  another  Apartment  in  the  Palace . 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a Servant. 

Lady.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court?. 

Serv.  Ay,  madam,  but  returns  again  to-night. 
Lady.  Say  to  the  king  I would  attend  his  leifure 
For  a few  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I will.  [Exit* 

Lady . Nought’s  had,  all’s  fpent. 

Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content  : 

’Tis  fafer  to  be  that  which  we  deilroy, 

Than  by  deflruclion  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now,  my  lord,  what  do  you  keep  alone  ? 

Of  forrieft  fancies  your  companions  making, 

Uflng  thofe  thoughts,  which  ihould  indeed  havedy’d 
With  them  they  think  on  ? Things  without  all  remedy. 
Should  be  without  regard  ; what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  fcotch’d  the  fnake,  not  kill’d  it— » 
She’ll  clofe,  and  be  herfelf ; whilfl  our  poor  malice 

Remains 
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Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 

But  let  both  worlds  disjoin,  and  all  things  fuffer, 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  deep 
In  the  afflidion  of  thefe  terrible  dreams 
That  fhake  nightly.  Better  be  with  the  dead, 
(Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace) 
Than  on  the  torture  'of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  refllefs  ecftacy.  * — Duncan  is  in  his  graye; 

After  life’s  fitful  fever,  he  deeps  well : 

Treafon  has  done  his  word  ; nor  fteel,  nor  poifon, 
Malice  domellic,  foreign  levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  farther  l*f 
hetdy . Come  on  ; 

Gentle,  my  lord,  deck  o’er  your  rugged  look  ! 

Be  bright  and  jovial  ’mong  your  gueds  to-night. 

Macb . O,  full  of  feorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  ! 
Thou  know’d  that  Banquo  and  his  Fleance  live. 

Lady . But  in  them  nature’s  copy’s  not  eternal. 
Macb . There’s  comfort  yet,  they  are  aflailable  ; 
Then  be  thou  jocund.  Ere  the  bat  hath  down 
His  cloider’d  flight,  ere  to  black  Hecate  s fummons 
The  (hard  born  beetle  with  his  drowfy  hums 
Hath  rung  night’s  yawning  peal,  there  (hall  be  done 
A deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady . What  s to  be  done  l 
Macb . Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck, 
’Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.  Come,  feeling  Night,  J 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day. 

And  with  thy  bloody  and  invifibie  hand. 

Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 

Which  keeps  me  pale  ! light  ttiickem,  and  the  crow 

Makes  wing  to  th’  rooky  wood  ; 

Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  droWze, 
While  night’s  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  roufe. 
Thou  marvel* ft  at  my  words  ; but  hold  thee  Hill  ; 
Things  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill. 

\Exeunt • 

* Ecftacy,  for  doubt,  fear,  or  apprehenfioh* 
f This  fpeech'  contains  moft  emphatic  natural  reflexions, 
beautifully  exprefled : the  diftiriXion  of  innocent  death  and 
guilty  life,  is  remarkably  fine. 

X Seeling,  for  blinding,'  a term  in  falconry*  . 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a Park;  the  Caflle  at  a Diflance . 
Enter  three  Murderers . 

1 Mur . But  who  bid  thee  join  us  ? 

3 Mur.  Macbeth. 

2 Mur.  He  needs  not  our  miftruft,  fince  he  delivers 
Our  offices  and  what  we  have  to  do, 

To  the  direction  juft. 

1 Mur . Then  (land  with  us. 

The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  day  s 
Now  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace 
To  gain  the  timely  inn  ; and  near  approaches 
The  fubject  of  our  watch. 

3 Mur . Hark,  I hear  horfes. 

Banquoav/V^/#.]  Give  us  lights,  there,  hoal 

2 Mur.  Then  it  is  he ; the  reft. 

That  are  within  the  note  of  expe&ation. 

Already  are  i’  th*  court. 

1 Mur.  His  horfes  go  about. 

3 Mur . Almoft  a mile  : but  he  does  ufually 
(So  all  men  do)  from  hence  to  th>  palace  gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Banquo  and  Fleance. 

I Mur.  ’Tis  he.  [They  affault  Banquo* 

Ban . Oh,  treachery  ! 

Fly,  Fleance ; fly,  fly,  fly$ 

Thou  may’ft  revenge.  Oh,  Have  ! [Dies. 

[Fleance  flies  acrofs  the flage , and  efcapes . 

SCENE  changes  to  a Room  of  State  in  the  Caflle . 

A banquet  prepar'd  Enter  Macbeth,  Ladyy  Rosse, 
Lenox,  Lords  and  Attendance.  A Flourijh . 

Mach.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  ; 

To  firftana  laft,  an  hearty  welcome. 

Fofle.  Thanks  to  your  majefty. 

Macb . Ourfelf  will  mingle  with  foCiety, 

And  play  the  humble  hoft  \ 

Our  hoftefs keeps  her  ftate,  but  in.beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome.  [They  ft. 

Ladyi 
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Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  friends 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they’re  welcome.  ^ [thank?. 
Much  See-,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts’ 
Both  fides  are  even  ; here  I’ll  fit  i’th’  midft; 

Be  large  in  mirth,  anon  we’ll  drink  a me  a fare. 

j Enter  fir  ft  Murderer . 

The  table  round — There’s  blood  upon  thy  face. 

[ T o the  Mivr.  aftdey  a*  the  door . 
Mur.  ’Tis  Banquo's  then. 

Macb\  ’Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 

Is  he  difpatch’d  ? 

Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut  ; that  I did  for  him. 
Mach.  Thou  art  the  belt  of  cut-throats  ; yet  he’s 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance . [good 

Mur . Molt  royal  Sir, 

* Fleance  is  ’fcap’d. 

Macb.  Then  comes  my  fit  again:  I had  el fe  been 
Whole  at  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock  ; [perfeft* 
As  broad  and  general  as  the  cafing  air  : 

But  novo  I am  cabin  d,  cribb'd , confin  dy  bound  in 
cfo  Jaucy  doubts  and  fears.  But  Ban  quo' s { afe— 

Mur . Ay,  my  good  lord,  fafe  in  a ditch  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  gafhes.  on  his  head  ; 

Thelealt  a death  to  naturei 
Macb . Thanks  for  that  ; 

There  the  grown  ferpent  lies  : the  worm  that’s  fled. 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed, 

No  teeth  for  th’  prefent.  Get  tkee  gone,  to-morrow 
We’ll  hear’t  ourfelves  again.  [Exit  Murderer. 

Lady . My  royal  lord. 

You  do  not  give  the  chear;  the  feall  is  fold. 

That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  ’tis  making, 

’Tis  given  with  welcome.  To  feed,  were  bed:  at  home; 
From  thence,  the  fauce  to  meat  is  ceremony ; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

[TheGhof  <?/'Banquo  rifes,  and fits  in  Macbeth’s  place ♦ 
Macb.  Sweet  remembrancer! 


* The  lines  diftinguifited  by  Italics,  would  perhaps  be  bet- 
ter omitted,  in  reprefentation,  as  not' confiftent  with  Macbeth’s 
agitated  lieu  at  ion. 
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Now  good  digeflion  wait  on  appetite. 

And  health  on  both  ! - 

Len.  May’t  pleafe  your  highnefs,  fit  ? [roof’d, 
Macb.  Here -had  we  now  our  country’s  honour 
Were  the  great  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent, — 
{Whom  may  I rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 

Than  pity  for  mifchance.) 

Rojfe.  His  abfence,  Sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.  Pleas’t  your  highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 

Macb . The  table’s  full.  {Starting. 

Len , Here’s  a place  referv’d,  Sir. 

Macb . Where  f- 

Len.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

What  is’ t that  moves  your  highnefs  ? 

Macb.  Which  of  you,  have  done  this? 

Lords . What,  my  good  lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  can’ll  not  fay  I did  it:  never  lhake 
Thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

RoJJe . Gentlemen,  rife;  his  highnefs  is  not  well. 
Lady . Sit  worthy  friends  ; my  lord  is  often  thus. 
And  hath'  been  from  his  youth.  Pray  you,  keep  feat; 
The  fit  is  momentary,  on  a thought 
He  will  again  be  well,  if  much  you  note  him. 

You  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  pafiion. 

Feed,  and  regard  him  not.  Are  you  a man  ? 

[To  Macb.  a fide. 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Lady . O proper  fluff! 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  ; [ Afide • 

This  is  the  air- drawn  dagger  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.  Oh,  thefe  flaws  and  flares 
(Importers  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A woman’s  flory  at  a winter’s  fre, 

Auihoriz’dby  her  grandam.  Shame  itfelf!— — 
When  all’s  done  you  look  but  on  a chair.  * 

Macb.  Pr’ythee,  fee  there  ! 

* Lady  Macbeth’s  imputing  her  hu/band’s  behaviour  to  a 
diforder  of  mind  that  he  is  liable  to,  and  her  reproaches  to  him, 
admiraMe  fftek.es  of  refolute,  deep  policy. 

Behold  ! 
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Behold  ! * look  ! lo ! how  fay  you  ? [Pointing  to  the  Ghojt . 

Why,  what  care  I ! if  thou  canft  nod,  fpcak  too. * 

If  charnel  houfes  and  our  graves  rnuft  lend 
Thofe  that  we  bury  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [The  Gkqft  cvan}Jhe s*. 
La^y.  What  ? quite  unmanned  in  folly  f 
Mach.  If  1 hand  here  1 favv  him — 

Lady.  Fie  for  fliame  ! 

Mach . Blood  hath  been  (lied  ere  now,  i*th’ 'olden* 
Ere  human  fiatute  purg’d  the  general  weal  ; [time* 
Ay,  and  fince  too,  murders  have  been  perform’d, 
Too  terrible  for  th’ear:  the  times  have  been. 

That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die* 
And  there  an  end  ; but  now  they  rife  again 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 

.And  pufh  us  from  odr  ftoois  ; this  is  more  ftrang.e 
Than  fuch  a murder  is. 

Lady . My  worthy  lord, 

Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Mach.  I do  forget  — 

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  mod  worthy  friends, 

I have  a firange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
T o thofe  that  know  me.  Come,  love  and  health  to  all  ! 
Then  I’ll  fit  down  : give  me  fome  wine,  fill  full — 

I drink  to  th’  general  joy  of  the  whole  table. 

And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo , whom  we  mifs  ; 
Would  he  were  here  ! to  all,  and  him,  we  third. 

And  all  to  all.  [again. 

Lords  v Our  duties,  and  the  pledge.  [The  Ghoji  rijes 
Mach.  Avaunt,  and  quit  my  figlu  1 let  the  earth  hide 
Thy  bones  are  marrpwlefs  ; thy  blood  is  cold  ;.[th;ce  !■ 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  dolt  glare  with. 

Lady.  Thifck  of  this,  good  peers. 

But  as  a thing  of cullom  ; ’tis  no  others 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Mach.  What  man  dare,  1 dare  : 

Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  bear, 

* Macbeth,  throughout  this mafterly  feene,  requires  a very 
peculiar  exertion  of  voice  and  features,  to  fupport  and  iliuftrate 
the  author’s  ideas,  which  here  manifeftly  flowed  from  a glowing, 
hold  imagination, 
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^ he  arm’d  rhinoceros,  or  Hyrcanian  tyger. 

Take  any  Hi  ape  but  That,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble  ; or,  be  alive  again. 

And  dare  me  to  the  defart  with  thy  fword  * 
if  trembling  I inhibit,  * then  proted  me 
The  baby  of  a girl.  Hence,  horrible  ihadow'  ! 
Unreal  mock’ry,  hence  1 Why,  fo, — being  gone, 

[1  he  Qhojr  'V.anijbes. 
1 am  a man  again.  Pray  you  fit  Hill.  [The  Lards  ri/e>. 
Lady.  You  have  difplac’d  the  mirth,  broke  the 
good  meeting. 

With  moil  admir’d  aiforder. 

Mach.  Can  fuch  things  be. 

And  overcome  us  like  a fummer’s  cloud, 

Without  our  fpecial  wonder ! You  make  me  Itrange* 
E’en  to  the  difpofition  that  I owe. 

When  now  I think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights. 

And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 

When  mine  is  blanch’d  with  fear. 

Raffe.  What  fights,  my  lord  ? [worfe  ; 

Lady . I pray  you,  fpeak  not ; he  grows  worfe  and 
Queltion  enrages  him  ; at  once,  good  night. 

Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 

But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Good-night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  majelly. 

Lady » Good  night  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lords . 

Mach.  It  will  have  blood — they  fay  blood  wilt 
have  blood  : 

Stones  have  been  known  xo  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  ; 
Augurs,  that  underfeed  relations,  have. 

By  magpies,  and  by  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought  forth 
1 he  fecret’ll  men  of  blood. — What  is  the  night  ? 
Lady.  Almollat  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 
Mach.  How  fry’ll  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his 
At  our  great  bidding  ? [perfon 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him.  Sir  ? 

Mach . I hear  it  by  the  way  ; but  I will  fend. 
Theie’s  not  a Thane  of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 
I keep  a fervant  fee’d.  I will  to  morrow 
(Berimes  1 will)  unto  the  weyvvard  fibers ; 

* Inhibit,  for  decline,  or  refufe. 
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More  (hall  they  fpeak  ; for  now  I’m  bent  to  know. 
By  the  word  means,  the  word  for  mine  own  good. 
All  caufes  lhall  give  way  : Lam  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that  fhould  I wade  no  more. 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o’er. 

Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  natures,  deep. 
Mach.  Come,  we’ll  to  deep  ; my  drange  and  felf— 
Is  the  initiate  fear  that  want*  hard  ufe  : [abufe 

We’re  yet  but  young  in  Deed.  [Exeunt* 

» SCENE  changes  to  the  Heath . 

Thunder.  Enter  Witches , meeting  Hecate. 

1 Wit . Why,  how  now,  Hecate  P you  look  angerly* 
Hec.  Have  I not  reafon,  beldams  as  you  are  ? 
.Saucy  and  over- bold  ! how  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffick  with  Macbeth , 

In  riddles  and  affairs  of  death  ? 

And  I,  the  midrefs  of  your  charms, 

The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 

Was  never  call’d  to  bear  my  part,. 

Or  fhew  the  glory  .of  our  art  ? 

And,  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done, 

Hath  been  but  for  a wayward  fon  ; 

Spiteful  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do. 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amends,  now  ; get  you  gone. 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron , 

Meet  me,  i’  th’  morning:  thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  deiliny  : 

Your  Veffels  and  your  fpells  provide. 

Your  charms  and  every  thing  befide. 

I am  for  th’air  : this  night  1’il  fpend 
Unto  a aifmal,  fatal  end. 

Great  bufinefs  mud  be  wrought  ere  noor!a 
Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 
There  hangs  a vap’rousdrop  profound 
I’ll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  ; 

And  that  di Hill’d  by  magic  flights. 

Shall  raife  fuch  artificial  fprights, 

As,  by  the  drength  of  their  illudon,. 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confudon. 
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He  fhall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 
His  hopes  ’bove  wifdom,  grace  and  fear  : 

And  you  ali  know,  fecurity 
Is  mortals’  chiefefl:  enemy. 

Witches  within. 

Wit.  Hecate , Hecate , — come  away. 

Hec.  Hark,  hark.  I'm  call'd. 

My  little  merry  airy  fpirit  fee. 

Sits  in  a foggy  cloud,  and  waits  for  me. 

Wit . Hecate , Hecate , Hecate . [Within . 

/At.  Thy  chirping  voice  I hear. 

So  pleaflng  to  my  ear. 

At  which  [ poll  away, 

With  all  the  fpeed  I may. 

Where’s  Puckle  ? 

Enter  Witches . 

Wit.  Here. 

Hec.  Where  Slradling  P 
Wit • Here. 

And  Hopper  too,  and  Hcllway  too. 

We  want  but  you,  we  want  but  you. 

3 Voi.  Come  away,  come  away,  make  up  th’account. 
Hec.  With  new  fall’n  dew. 

From  church -yard  yew, 

I will  but  ’ncint,  and  then  I’ll  mount. 

Now  I’m  furnilh’d  for  my  flight. 

[Symphony,  whilji  Hecate  places  herfelf  in  the  machine . 
Now  I go,  and  now  I fly, 

Malkin  my  fvveet  fpirit  and  I, 

O what  a dainty  pieafure’s  this, 

To  fail  in  the  air. 

When  the  moon  fhines  fair. 

To  flng,  to  dance,  to  toy  and  kifs. 

Over  woods,  high  rocks  and  mountains  ; 

Over  hills  and  mifly  fountains  ; 

Over  fteeples,  tow’rs,  and  turrets. 

We  fly  by  night  ’mong  troops  of  fpirits. 

Char.  We  fly  by  night  ’mong  troops  of  fpirits. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  a dark  Cave  : in  the  middle , a great 
Cauldron  burning . 

Thunder.  Enter  the  three  Witches » 

1 Wit,  THRICE  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew’d,* 

2 Wit.  Twice  and  once  the  hedge-pig  whin’d. 

3 Wit . Harper  cries,  ’tis  time,  'tis  time, 
i Wit . Round  about  the  cauldron  go. 

In  the  poifon’d  entrails  throw. 

[They  march  round  the  Cauldron , and  throw 
in  the  feveral  Ingredients , as  for  the  Pi e- 
par  at  ion  of  the  Charm . 

Toad,  that  under  the  cold  done. 

Days  and  nights  has  thirty-one 
Swelter’d  venom,  deeping  got. 

Boil  thou  iird  i’th’  charmed  pot. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  ; 

Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

i Wit.  Fillet  of  a fenny  fnake. 

In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bike  ; 

Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 

Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog. 

Adder’s  fork,  and  blind  worm’s  ding. 

Lizard’s  leg,  and  owlet’s  wing. 

For  a charm  of  pcw’rful  trouble* 

Like  a hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble; 

Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

3 Wit . Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf. 

Witches  mummy,  maw  and  gulph  f 
Of  the  ravening  fait  fea  fhark, 

Root  of  hemlock,  digg’d  i’th’ dark; 

Liver  of  blafpheming  Je<w, 

Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew. 

Sliver’d  in  the  moon’s  eclipfe  ; 

Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips  ; 

* Amicift  the  multiplicity  of  our  author’s  beauties,  there  is 
not,  in  our  view,  a Wronger  indance  of  original  genius,  than 
the  ceremony  of  the  cauldron. 

f Gulph,  for  infatiable  appetite. 
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Finger  of  birth-Arangled  babe, 

Ditch-deliver’d  by  a drab, 

Make  the  gruel  thick  and  flab  : 

Add  thereto  a tyger’s  chawdron. 

For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  ; 

Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

2 Wit . Cool  it  with  a baboon’s  blood. 

Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,  and  other  three  Witches , 

Hec.  O well  done  ! I commend  your  pains. 

And  every  one  fliall  (hare  i’  th’  gains. 

2 Wit*  Hold  ; by  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes.  [A  knocking . 
Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach . How  now,  you  fecret,  black,  and  midnight 
\Vh2t  is’t  you  do  ? [bags, 

AIL  A deed  without  a name. 

Mach . I conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  prefefs, 
(Howe’er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me. 

Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches  ; though  the  ye  fly  # waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  ; 

Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg’d,  and  trees  blown 
down  ; 

Though  cables  topple  on  their  warders’  heads  ; 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  flope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations ; though  the  treafurC' 
Gf  nature’s  germins  tumble  all  together. 

Even  till  deflr.u6liou  ficken,  anfwer  me 
To  what  1 afk  you. 

1 Wit.  Speak. 

2 Wit , Pronounce. 

3 Wit.  Demand. 

Hec.  We’ll  anfwer. 

\ Wit.  Say  if  th’  nadfl  rather  hear  it  from  cur 
Gr  from  our  mailers  ! [mouths, 

Mach.  Cali  ’em  ; let  1 + fee  ’em. 

1 Wit.  Pour  in  fow’s  blood  that  hath  eaten 
* Yetfy,  frothy. 

Her’ 
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Her  nine  farrow  ; greafe  that’s  fweuten 
From  the  murderer’s  gibbet  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

All.  Come  high  or  low, 

Thyfelf  and  office  deftly  flievv,  [Thundtr* 

Apparition  of  an  ar?ned  head  arife: 

Mach.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power 

i Wit.  He  knows  thy  thought  : 

Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

App.  Macbeth  ! Macbeih  ! Macbeth  ! beware  Mac* 

duff* 

Beware  the  Thane  of  Fife— Hifmifs  me— enough 

[ Defends. 

Mach.  Whate’er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution, 
thanks  ; 

Thou’fi  harp’d  my  fear  aright.  But  one  word  more  — 
i Wit . He  will  not  be  commanded  ; here’s  another. 
More  potent  than  the  fir  11* 

thunder.  Apparition  of  a bloody  Child  artfes • 
App.  Macbeih  ! Macbeih  l Macbeth  ! 

Mach.  Had  I three  ears  I’d  hear  thee. 

App.  Be  bloody,  bold  and  refolute  ; laugh  to  fccm 
The  pow’r  of  man  ; for  none,  of  woman  born, 

Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [ Defcetids . 

Mach.  Then  live,  Macduff : what  need  I fear  of 
But  yet  I’ll  make  affurance  double  lure,  [thee  l 
And  take  a bond  of  Fate  ; thou  fhalt  not  live; 

That  I may  tell  pale- hearted  Fear  it  lies, 

And  fleep  in  fpke  of  thunder  *.  [ Thunder . 

Apparition  of  a Child  crowned,  with  a tree  in  his 
hand , rifes • 

What  is  this 

That  rifes  like  the  ifTue  of  a king, 

And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 
And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 

All.  Liflen,  but  fpeak  not. 

Apt.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  care 


* Macbeth’s  refolution  to  prevent  even  pafiibility,  is  well 
faked  to  the  defperate  itace  of  his  mind. 
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Who  chafes  who  frets,  or  who  confpirers  are  ; 
Macbeth  Dial!  never  vjnquifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Birnam  wood  to  Dunjinane's  high  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him.  [Defends . 

Mach.  That  will  never  be. 

Who  can  imprefs  the  roreft,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  eaith-bound  root?  Sweet  beadments  ! 

Yet  my  heart 

Throbs  to  know  one  thing  : tell  me  (if  your  art 
Can  tell  fo  much)  fir  all  Banquo’s  iiTue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

AIL  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

[ 7 he  Cauldron  Jinks  into  the  ground*. 
Macb.  I will  be  iati  fied.  Deny  me  this. 

And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  ! Let  me  know 
Why  finks  that  cauldron  ? and  what  noife  is  this  ?. 

1 Wit.  Appear  ! 

2 Wit . Appear  ! 

3 Wit . Appear  1 

AIL  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart  \ 

Come  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

[Eight  Kings  appear,  and pafs  over  in  order  ; the  lafi 
of : hem  with  a glafs  in  his  hand  ; then  Ban  quo. 
Macb . Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo — down  ! 
Thy  crown  doth  fear  mine  eye- balls — [To  the firfi. 
A fecond  like  the  firfl — — » 

A third  is  like  the  former — if  rhy  hags ! 

Why  do  you  Ihew  me  this  ? — A fourth — Hart  eye  ! 

A fifth  1 

Another  yet! — A feventh  ! Fdl  fee  no  more— — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a glafs 
Which  Ihews  me  many  more. 

Horrible  fight  ! nay,  now  1 fee  5tis  true  ; 

For  the  blood-bolier’d  * Banquo  fmiles  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his.  What!  is  this  Fo'  ? T 
i Wit • Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fc  : bet  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedJv  ? 

* Blood-boltered  ; whofe  blood  was  forced  through  his  body, 
like  flour  through  a lieve. 

•f-  The  march  of  thefe  (hades  is  very  pidlurefque,  and  Mac- 
beth’s disjointed  remarks  very  proper  and  natural. 
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Come,  fitters,  chear  we  up  his  fprights. 

And  (hew  the  beft  of  our  delights. 

I’ll  charm  the  air  to  give  a found. 

While  you  perform  your  antick  round  ; 

That  this  great  king  may  kindly  fay, 

Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  \MuJich ♦ 

[y/  dance  of  Furies > and  then  all  <vanijh> 
Mach . Where  are  they  ? Gone  ? — Let  this  perni- 
Stand  ay  accurfed  in  the  calendar  ! [cious  hour 
Come  in,  theie — 

Enter  Lenox. 

Len . What’s  your  grace’s  will  ? 

Mach . Saw  you  the  weyward  fitters  ? 

Len . No,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Mach.  Infe&ed  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride, 

And  damn’d  all  thofe  that  trutt  them  i i did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horfe.  Who  was’t  came  by  ? 

Len . ’Twas  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England.  [word 

Mach . Fled  to  England  P 
Len.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Mach.  [JJided]  Time,  thou  anticipat’d  my  dread 
The  flighty  purpofe  ne'er  is  o’ercook,  [exploits  : 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.  From  this  moment. 
The  very  firttlings  of  my  heart  fhall  be 
The  firttlings  of  my  hand. 

The  cattle  of  Macduff  I will  furprife. 

Seize  upon  Fife,  give  to  the  edge  o’  th*  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  fouls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.  No  boafting  like  a fool ; 
This  deed  I’ll  do  before  this  purpofe  cool.  \Exeunt% 

SCENE  changes  to  Macduff’s  CaJlleinF ife. 
Enter  Lady  Macduff,  her  Son,  and  Rosse.* 

L.  MaccL  What  had  he  done  to  make  him  fly  the 
Roffe.  You  mutt  have  patience,  Madam,  [land? 

* The  character  of  Lady  Macduff,  and  confequentJy  this 
fcene,  is  entirely  omitted,  at  fome  theatres. 
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L . Macd.  He  had  none  ; 

His  flight  was  madnefs.  When  cur  at! ions  do  not. 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

R.oJ/e.  You  know  not 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 

L.  Macd . W7ifdom  ! to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his 
His  manfion,  and  his  titles,  in  a place  [babes, 

From  whence  hirofelf  doth  fly  ? he  loves  us  not  ; 

He  wants  the  nat’ral  touch  ; for  the  poor  wren. 

The  moll  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 

Her  young  ones  in  the  neft,  againfl  the  owl. 

All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love. 

As  little  is  the  wifdom,  where  the  flight 
'So  runs  againfl;  all  reafons. 

Rojfe . My  deareft  coufip, 

I pray  you  fchool  yourfelf ; but  for  your  hufband, 
He’s  noble,  wife,  judicious,  and  befl  knows 
The  fits  o’  ch’  feafon.  I dare  not  fpeak  much  farther. 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors. 

And  do  not  know  ourfelves ; when  we  hold  rumourf 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear  ; 
But  float  upon  a wild  and  violent  fea 
Each  way,  and  move.  I take  my  leavfc  of  you  ; 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I’ll  be  here  again  : 

Things  at  the  work  wilfceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward. 
To  what  they  were  before.  My  pretty  coufin, 
Blefiing  upon  you  ? 

Z.  Macd . Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he’s  fatherlefs. 
RcJJe . I am  fo  much  a fool,  fhould  I flay  longer. 

It  would  be  my  difgrace  and  your  difcomfort. 

I take  my  leave  at  once.  [ Exit  Rofle. 

Enter  Angus. 

Ang.  Blefs  you,  fair  dame  ! I am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  flare  of  honour  I am  perfedl  ; 

I doubt  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly  ; 

If  you  will  take  a homely  man’s  advice. 

Be  not  found  here  : hence  with  your  little  ones. 
Heav’n  preferve  you  ! 

I dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit  Angus. 

* Hold  rumour,  means  to  be  guided  or  governed  by  report, 
through  timorouihefs. 
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L.  Macd.  Whither  Ihould  I fly  ? 

Pve  done  no  harm.  But  I remember  now* 

I’m  in  this  earthly  world,  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable  ; to  do  good,  fometime 
Accounted  dangerous  folly.  Why  then,  alas! 

Do  I put  up  that  womanly  defence, 

To  fay  I’d  done  no  harm  ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  King 0/*England*s  Enlace. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Macduff.* 

Mai.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  defolate  fnadc,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us,  rather. 

Hold  fait  the  mortal  fword  ; 

Each  new  morn 

New  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry  5 new  forrows 
.Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland , and  yell’d  out 
Like  fyllables  of  grief. 

Mai.  This  tyrant,  whofe  foie  name  bliflers  our 
tongues. 

Was  once  thought  honeft  : you  have  lov’d  him  well  ; 
He  hath  not  touch’d  you  yet.  I’m  young,  butfome- 
thing 

You  may  deferve  of  him  through  me  and  wifdom. 
To  offer  up  a weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb, 

T’appeafe  an  angry  god. 

Macd . I am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  But  Macbeth  is. 

A good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  charge. 

Macd.  I’ve  loll  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance  e’en  there,  where  I did  find  my 
Let  not  my  jealoulies  be  your  dilhonours,  f doubts. 
But  mine  own  lafeties  i you  may  be  rightly  juft. 
Whatever  I lhall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed j bleed,  poor  country  ! 

Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  bafts  fare,  [wrongs. 
For  goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee ! Wear  thou  thy 

* There  are  about  eighty  lines  of  this  fcene  omitted*  which 
retained,  would  render  it  painfully  tedious. 
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His  title  is  affear’d.*  Fare  thee  well,  lord  : 

1 would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think’ft. 

For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  tyrant’s  grafp. 

And  the  rich  ealt  to  boot. 

MaL  Be  not  offended  ; 

I fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you. 

I think  our  country  finks  beneath  the  yoke  : 

It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.  I think  withal. 

There  would  be  hands  up-lifted  in  my  right  : 

And  here  from  gracious  'England  have  I offer 
Of  goodly  thousands.  But  for  all  this. 

When  I fhall  tread  upon  the  tyrant’s  head. 

Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before  ; 

More  fuffer,  and  more  fur.dry  ways  than  ever. 

By  him  .hat  fhall  fucceed. 

Macd . Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell,  can  come  a devil  more  damn’d 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth . 

MaL  I grant  him  bloody. 

Luxurious,  avaricious,  falfe,  deceitful  ; 

But  there’s  no  bottom,  none. 

In  my  voluptuoufnefs  : 

Nay,  had  I power,  I fhould 

Four  the  fweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell. 

Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 
A!1  unity  on  earth.  + 

Macd  Oh,  Scotland!  Scotland! 

MaL  If  fuch  a one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  ? 

No,  not  to  live.  Oh,  nation  miferable. 

With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody  feeptred  ! 

When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  days  again  ? 
Since  that  the  tr.ueft  iffue  of  thy  throne, 

By  his  own  interdi&ion  hands  accurft, 

And  doe*  biafpheme  his  breed.  Thy  royal  father 
Was  a moft  fainted  king  ; the  queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oft’ner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 

* Affeare'd,  confirmed,  a law. term. 

f Malcolm’s  fielf  abufe  is  well  contrived  to  found  the  feel- 
ings of  Macduff  for  his  country. 
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Dy’d  every  day  {he  liv’d.  Oh  ! fare  thee  well  ! 
Thefe  evils,  thou  repea, t’ft  upon  thyfelf. 

Have  banifh’d  me  from  Scotland.  Oh,  my  break ! 
Thy  hope  ends  here. 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  noble  paflion, 

Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 

Wip’d  the  black  fcruples  ; reconcil'd  my  thoughts 

To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.  Devililh  Macbeth 9 

By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 

Into  his  power  ; and  model!  wifdom  plucks  me 

Erom  over-credulous  hake  : but  Heav’n  above 

Deal  between  thee  and  me  1 for  even  now 

I put  myfelf  to  thy  dire&ion,  and 

Unfpeak  my  own  detraSion.  What  I am  truly. 

Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country’s  to  command  : 
Whither,  indeed,  before  they  here  approach, 

Old  Sinvard  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men. 

All  ready  at  a point,  was  fee  ting  forth. 

Now  we’ll  together,  and  the  chance,  O Goodnefs, 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel  1 Why  are  you  iilent  ? 

Mac'd.  Such  welcome,  and  unwelcome  things  at 
*Tis  hard  to  reconcile.  [once. 

Enter  Rosse. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  hire  ! 

Mai.  My  countryman  : but  yet  I know  him  not. 

Macd.  My  ever  gentle  con  fin,  welcome  hither. 

Mai.  l know  him  now.  Good  Heav’n  betimes 
The  means  that  make  us  Grangers  1 [remove 

Rffe.  Sir,  Amen . 

Macd  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Roffe.  Alas,  poor  country, 

Almoft  afraid  to  know  itfelf.  It  cannot 
Be  call’d  our  mother,  but  our  grave  ; where  nothing. 
But  who  k rows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile  : 
Where  fghs  and  groans,  and  Ihrieks  that  rend  the  air, 
Are  made,  not  mark’d  ; where  violent  forrow  feems 
A modern  ecllafy  : the  dead  man’s  knell 
Is  there  fcarce  afk’d,  for  whom  ; and  good  men’s  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps  ; 

Dying  or  e’er  they  ficken.* 

* What  a horrid  defeription  is  here  given  of  tyranny. 
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Macd.  Oh,  relation 
Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true  ? 

Mai.  What’s  the  newel!  grief? 

RcJJe.  That  of  an  hour’s  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeakcr; 
Each  minute  teems  a new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Rojfe . Why,  well— 

Macd . And- all  my  children  ? 

Rojfe . Well,  too. — 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  barter’d  at  their  peace? 
RcJJe.  No;  they  were  all  at  peace  when  I did 
leave  ’em.  [it  ? 

Macd . Be  not  a niggard  of  your  fpeech  : how  goes 
RoJTe.  When  I came  hither  to  tranfpoit  the  tidings. 
Which  I have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out. 

Which  was  to;  my  belief  witnefs’d  rather. 

For  that  I faw  the  tyrant’s  power  a-foot  : 

Now  is  the  time  of  help  5 your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,  and  make  women  fight. 

To  doit*  their  dire  didreffes. 

MaL  Be  it  their  comfort 
We’re  coming  thither  ; gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Steward,  and  ten  thousand  men  ; 

An  older  and  a better  foldier,  none 
That  Chnitendem  gives  out. 

Rojfe.  Would  I could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like  ! but  I have  words 
That  would  be  howl’d  out  in  the  defert  air. 

Where  hearing  would  not  catch  them.? 

Macd.  What  concern  they? 

The  gen’ral  caufe  ? or  is  it  a grief 
Due  to  feme  fingle  breafl  ? 

RoJJe.  No  mind  that’s  honed. 

But  in  it  Chares  fome  woe  ; tho’  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd . if  it  be  mine. 

Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

RcJJe.  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever, 

* Rofie’s  hefitative  manner  of  bringing  out  the  difmal  tiding?, 
with  which  his  fympathizing  fcofom  fwelis,  is  ienfibie,  friendly, 
tender. 
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Which  (hall  pofiefs  them  with  the  heavieil  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  At  once  1 gueL,  and  am  afraid  to  know  ! 
Rcjfe . Your  caftie  is  furpris’d,  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  flaughter’d.  To  relate  the  manner. 

Were  on  the  quarry  of  thefe  murder’d  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai.  Merciful  heav’n ! 

What,  man  ! ne’er  pull  your  hnt  upon  your  brows : 
Give  forrow  words  : the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 
Wbifpers  the  o’er  fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break.* 
Macd . My  children  tool- — 

RoJJe.  Wife,  children,  fervants,  all  that  could  be 
found. 

Macd.  And’!  not  with  them.  My  wife  kill’d,  too  f 
Rojfe  I’ve  faid. 

Mai . Be  comforted. 

Let  us  make  med’cines  of  our  great  revenge. 

To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd . He  has  no  children. — All  fay  pretty  ones  ? 
Did  you  fay  all  ? what  all  ? Oh,  hell-kite,  all  ? 
What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam. 

At  one  fell  fvvoop  ? 

Mai.  Difpute  it  like  a man. 

Macd.  i (hall  do  fo  ; 

But  I mull  alfo  feel  it  as  man. 

I cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were. 

That  were  moft  precious:  to  me.  Did  Heav’n  look  on 
And  would  not  take  their  part  ? Sinful  MacdufF, 
They  were  all  firuck  for  thee  1 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  thine. 

Mai.  Be  this  the  whetfione  of  your  fword  ; letgrie: 
Convert  to  wrath.  Blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd . O’,  I could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes. 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue.  But,  gentle  heav’n  ! 
Cut  fhort  all  intermillion  : front  to  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myfelf ; 

Within  my  fword ’s  length  fet  him;  if  he  ’fcape. 
Then  heav’n  forgive  him  too  ! 

Mai.  This  tune  goes  manly. 

* This  fpeech  of  Malcolm’s  is  finely  thrown  in,  to  give  Mac^ 
duff  a paufe  from  his  violent  (hock,  before  he  fpeaks. 
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Come,  go  we  to  the  king,  our  power  is  ready  ; 

Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.  Macbeth 
Js  ripe  for  fhaking,  and  the  Powers  above 
Put  on  their  inkruments.  Receive  what  cheer  you 
may  ; 

The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE,  an  Anti- chamber  in  Macbeth’s  Cajile . 

Enter  a Doiior  of  Phyfic,  and  a Gentleman . 

Boil.  I HAVE  two  nights  watch’d  with  you,  but 
can  perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was  it 
fiie  lafi  walked  ? 

Gent.  Since  his  majeky  went  into  the  field.  I have 
fieen  her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown 
upon  her,  unlock  her  clofet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  if, 
write  upon  it,  read  it,  afterwards  feal  it,  and  again 
returned  to  b^d  ; yet  all  this  while  in  a rnok  fak 
keep. 

Boil*  A great  perturbation  in  nature!  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  keep,  and  do  the  efredls  of  watch- 
ing. In  this  kumbry  agitation,  befides  her  walking, 
and  other  a&uai  performances,  what,  at  any  lime, 
have  you  heard  her  fay  ? 

Gent . That,  Sir,, which  I will  not  report  after  her. 

Boil . You  may  to  me,  and  his  mok  meet  you  fhouide 

Gent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  vvit- 
nefs  to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a Taper  * \ 

Lo,  you  ! here  fhe  comes  : this  is  her  very  guife,  and, 
upon  my  I fe,  fak  akeep.  Gbferve  her  ; Hand  clofe. 

Boil.  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  ? 

Gent . Why  it.  ilood  by  her  : kie  has  light,  by  her 
continually  : his  her  command. 

Boil . You  fee  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  fhu*t. 

Boil  What  is  it  fhe  does  now  ? lock  how  fhe  rubs 
her  hands, 

* Never  were  the  anxious  horrors  of  confcious  suilt  more  ratu- 
ral'y  or  netvoufly  painted^!  aa  in  the  chavaker  of  Lady  Macbeth. 
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Gent.  It  Is  an  accudomed  adtion  with  her,  to  feem 
thus  wafhing  her  hands  : I have  known  her  continue 
in  this  a quarter  Gf  an  hour. 

Lady.  Yet  here’s  a fpot. 

Do  ft.  Hark,  fhe  fpeaks.  I will  fet  down  wha 
comes  from  her,  to  fatisfy  my  remembrance  the  mor 
^ftdrongly. 

Lady . Out ! damned  fpot ; out,  I fay — one,  two 
why,  then  ’tis  time  to  do’t — hell  is  murky.  Fy,  m 
lord,  fy  ; a foldier,  and  afraid  ! what  need  we  fea 
who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  ac 
count  r — Yet  who  could  have  thought  the  old  ma. 
to  have  had  fo  much  blood  in  him  ? * 

Doft.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady . The  'Thane  of  Fife  had  a wife  : where  is  fL. 
now  ? What,  will  thefe  hands  ne’er  be  clean  ? — m 
more  o’thar,  my  lord,  no  more  o’that  ; you  marr  a: 
with  this  darting. 

Do-3.  Go  to,  go  to  ; you  have  known  what  you 
ihouid  not. 

Gent . She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I am 
fare  of  that.  Heaven  knows  what  fhe  has  known. 

Lady.  Here’s  the  fmell  of  the  blood  dill.  All  the 
perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  fvveeten  this  little  hand. 
Oh  1 oh  ! oh  it 

" Do  ft.  What  a.  ligh  is  there?  the  hea|£  is  forely 
charged. 

Gent . I would  not  have  fuch  a heart  in  my  bofom, 
for  the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 

Do  ft.  Well,  well,  well — — 

Gent.  Fray  Heav’n  it  be.  Sir. 

Lady.  Waih  your  hands ; put  on  your  night-gown  ; 
look  not  fo  pale— I tell  you  yet  again,  Banqutd s 
- buried  ; he  cannot  come  out  of  his  grave. 

Do  ft.  Even  fo  ? 

Lady.  To  bed,  to  bed  ; there’s  knocking  at  the 
gate.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand  : 

* Making  blood  ftained  confcience  haunt  her  fleep  fo  power- 
fully, is  infinitely  fine,  ftri&ly  natural,  and  a very  inftru&ive 
warning  againft  fimilar  guilt. 

-f~  This  deep  figh  is  highly  in  nature.  Thofe  who  experi- 
ence oppietfive  dreams,  have  felt  fuch  without  waking.  . 
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what’s  done  cannot  be  undone.  To  bed,  to  bed, 
to  bed.  [ Exit  Lady . 

Dc3.  Will  fhe  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Gent . Diredlly.  [deeds 

Do3.  Foul  whifperings  are  abroad  : unnatuial 

Do  breed  unnat’rai  troubles.  Infedled  minds 
To  their,  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets. 
More  needs  fhe  the  divine  than  the  phyfician. 

Good  Heav’-n  forgive  us  all  ! look  after  her  ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance. 

And  hill. keep  eyes  upon  her.  So  good-night. 

I think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent.  Good-night,,  good  DoSor.*  [Exeunt.. 

SCENE,  the  CaJlJe  of  Duniinane. 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  Attendants . 

Mach . Bring  me  no  more  reports.  Let  them  fly  all  ! 
’Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunfnane , 

I cannot  taint  with  fear.  What’s  the  boy  Malcolm  ? 
Was  he  not  born  of  woman  ? Then  fly,  falfe  Thanes  r 
And  mingle  with  the  EngUjh  epicures, 

The  mind  I fway  by,  and  the  heart  1 bear, 

Shall  never  fvvag  with  doubt,  nor  fliake  with  fear. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Thou  cream-fac’d  loon  ! 

Where  got’fl  thou  that  goofe-iook  ? 

Ser.  There  are  ten  thou  find 

Mach . Geefe,  villain  ; 

Ser . Soldiers,  Sir. 

Mach . Go,  prSc.  k thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear,. 
Thou  4ily-liver’d  boy.  What Toldiers,  whey-face? 
Ser.  The  Eng/ if?  force,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Mach.  Take  thy  face  hence — Sejton  / — I'm  flck.at 
heart. 

When  I behold  — Seytcn , I fay  ! — this  pufh 
Will  cheer  me  every  or  difeafe  me  now. 

I have  liv’d  long  enough  ; my  May  of  life 
Js  fali’n  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf; 

And  that  which  fnould  accompany  old-age, 

* A fhort  and  immaterial  feene  of  the  origin;^  is  here  yro- 
pevly  omitted. 

As 
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As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 

X muk  not  look  to  have  ; but  in  their  (lead 
Curies,  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dar 
Seyton  ! [not. 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleafure  ? 

Macb.  What  news  more  t 

Sey . All  is  confirm’d,  my  lord,  which  was  reported* 
Macb . I’ll  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flefh  be 
Give  me  my  armour.  [hack’d. 

Sey.  ’Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb . I’ll  put  it  on. 

Send  out  more  horfes,  fkirre  f the  country  round  ; 
Hang  thofe  that  talk  of  fear.  Give  me  mine  armour* 

Enter  Doctor. 

How  does  your  patient,  Dodlor  l 
Do  SI.  Not  fo  fick,  my  lord, 

As  ihe  is  troubled  with  thick- coming  fancies. 

That  keep  her  from  her  rek. 

Macb . Cure  her  of  that. 

Cank  thou  not  miniker  to  a mind  aifeas’d. 

Pluck  from  the  memory  a rooted  forrow. 

Raze  out'  the  written  troubles  cf  the  brain. 

And,  with  fome  fvveet  oblivious  antidote, 

Cleanfe  the  full  bofom  of  that  perilous  kuir 
Which  weighs  upon  ihe  heart  ? £ 

DoSi.  Therein  the  patient 
Mult  miniker  unto  himfelf. 

Macb.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogc,  I’ll  none  of  it— 
Come,  put  my  armour  on  ; give  me  my  kaff. 

Seyton , fend  out — Dodfcor,  the  Thanes  fly  from  me  — 
Come,  Sir,  difpatch — If  thou  could’k,  Doftor,  cak 
The  water  of  my  land.  And  her  difeafe, 

* Macbeth’s  picture  of  his  own  deplorable  itute,  as  a friend- 
lefs,  detefted  tyrant,  is  highly  natural, 
f To  fkirre,  to  fcour  . 

X Nothing  can  be  more  morally  inftru&ive  than  this  queftion- 
ary  fpeech  j from  whence  we  may  infer  how  much  we  fhould 
prefer  a clea**,  well-regulated  conference,  to  ill-got  fubiunary* 
grandeur. 

And 
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And  purge  it  to  a found  and  priftine  health, 

1 would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 

That  fhould  applaud  again.  Pull’t  off,  I fay* — 
What  rhubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug 
Would  fcour  thefe  Englifti  hence  ! hear’ii  thou  of 
them  ? 

Doa.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

Mach.  Bting  it  after  me  ; 

I will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 

>Tili  Birnam  foreft  come  to  Dunjtnane*  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  change  i to  Birnam  TV  cod, 

£//^Malcolm,  Si  ward,  Macduff,  Si  ward’s 
Son,  Lenox,  Angus,  and  Soldiery  ?narching . 
MaL  Couiins,  I hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand. 
That  chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Lenox.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Sinjj.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  l 
Lenox » The  wood  of  Birnam, 

Mai.  Let  every  fcldier  hew  him  down  a bough. 
And  bear’t  before  him  ; thereby  (hull  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  of  our  heft,  and  make  Difcov’ry 
Err  in  report  of  us.  [ Exeunt  Soldiers, 

Si'iv.  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  {Li-11  in  Dunjinane , and  will  endure 
Our  fitting  down  before’:. 

Mai . ’Tis  his  main  hope  ; 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 

Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  revolt, 

And  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftrained  things* 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  juft  cen fares 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on  - 
Industrious  foldierfhip. 

Siw,  The  time  approaches. 

That  will  with  due  decifton  make  us  know 
What  we  (hall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe  : 
Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfure  hopes  relate  ; 

But  certain  iffue,  ftrokes  mult  arbitrate. 

MaL,  Towards  which  advance  the  war.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  change,  to  the  Cafile  of  Dunfinane. 


Enter  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  Officers. 

Mach.  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls. 
The  cry  is  Hill,  they  come:  our  caltle’s  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a fiege  to  fcorn.  Here  let  them  lie 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up  : 

Were  they  not  forc’d  with  thofe  that  lhould  be  ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful  beard  to  beard. 
And  beat  them  backward  home.  What  is  this  noife? 

\.A  cry  within  of  women . 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord.  [Exit. 

Mach.  1 have  almofl  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears : 

The  time  has  been  my  fenfes  would  have  cool’d 
To  hear  a night-ftiriek  ; and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a difmal  treatife  roufe  and  iEr, 

As  life  were  in’t.  I have  fupp'd  full  with  horrors; 
Direncfs,  familiar  to  my  flaught’rous  thoughts. 
Cannot  once  Hart  me.  Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Mach.  She  fhould  have  dy’d  hereafter; 

There  would  have  been  a time  for  fuch  a word 
To-morrow. — To-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 

Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day. 

To  the  lad  fyllable  of  recorded  time  ; 

And  all  our  yellerdays  have  lighted  fools 

The  way  to  dufty  death.  Out,  out,  brief  candle! 

Lire’s  but  a walking  fhadow,  a poor  player. 

That  Hruts  and  fret*  his  hour  upon  the  ftage. 

And  then  is  heard  no  more  ! Ii  is  a t3le 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  found  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing  ! 


Enter  a Meffienger. 

Thou  com’H  to  ufe  thy  tongue  : thy  fiory  quickly. 

Mef  My  gracious  lord, 

I fhould  report  that  which,  I fay,  I faw, 

But  know  not  how  to  do’t. 

Much.  Well,  fay  it.  Sir. 

Mef. 
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Me/  As  I did  ftand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 

I look’d  toward  Birnam,  and  anon,  mcthought. 

The  wood  began  to  move* 

Mach,  Liar  and  {lave  ! [ Striking  him. 

Me/,  Let  me  endure  your  wrath  if’t  be  not  io  : 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  fee  it  coming  ; 

I fay,  a moving  grove. 

Mach,  If  thou  fpeak*ft  falfe. 

Upon  the  next  tree  fhalt  thou  hang  alive,  ^ 

’Till  famine  cling  thee  : if  thy  fpeech  be  footh,* 

I care  not  if  thou  doft  for  me  as  much. 

I pall  in  refolution,  and  begin 
To  doubt  th’  equivocation  of  the  fiend. 

That  lies  like  truth.  “ Fear  not,  ’till  Birnam  wood 
€e  Do  come  to  Dunffnane  — and  now  a wood 
Comes  toward  Dun/nane,  Arm,  arm,  and  out  ! 

If  this,  which  he  avouches,  does  appear. 

There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here. 

I ’gin  to  be  a weary  of  the  fun. 

And  wifh  the  hate  o’  th'  world  were  now  undone. 

Ling  the  alarum  bell  ! blow,  wind  ! come,  wrack  ! 

At  lealt  we’ll  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,  be/ort  Dunfmane. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  Macduff,  and  their 
Army,  with  Boughs, 

Mai . Now,  near  enough  ; your  leafy  fcreens  throw 
down. 

And  fhew  like  thofe  you  are.  You,  worthy  uncle. 
Shall  with  my  coufin,  your  right-noble  fon. 

Lead  our  firft  battle.  Brave  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  take  upon’s  what  elfe  remains  to  do. 

According  to  our  order. 

Sin;,  Fare  you  well  : 

Do  we  but  End  the  tyrant’s  p6wer  to-night. 

Let  us  be  beaten  if  we  cannot  fight.  [all  breath,  # 
Macd . Make  all  your  trumpets  fpeak  : give  them 
Thofe  clam’rous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 

[Exeunt,  Alarums  continued. 

* Sooth,  truth* 
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SCENE  change s,  and  a grand  battle  is  fought  acrofs 
the  Stage. 

Enter  Macbeth.  - 

Mach.  They’ve  ty’d  me  to  a flake  ; I cannot  fly. 
But,  bear-like,  I mufl  fight  the  courfe.  What’s  he 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ? fuch  a one 
Am  I to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  $iward.! 

Yo . Si<w.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Mach . Thou’lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it.  • 

To.  Siw.  No — though  thou  call’ll  thyfelf  a hotter 
Than  any  is  in  hell.  [name 

Macb.  My  name’s  Macbeth . 

To.  Shu.  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear.  [title 

Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Siw.  Thou  lieft,  abhorred  tyrant  ; with  my 
I’ll  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeakeft.  [fword 

[Fight,  and  Toung  Si  ward  is  fain . 
Macb.  Thou  waft  born  of  woman — I’m  fure.  [ Exit « 
Alarums.  Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noifeis.  Tyrant,  fhew  thy  face ; 
If  thou  be’ft  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine. 

My  wife  and  children’s  ghofts  will  haunt  me  flill. 

I cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kernes ; 

Let  me  find  him,  Fortune.  [Exit.  Alarum . 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Siw ar  d. 

Si™.  This  way,  my  lord  ; the  caftle’s  gently  ren- 
The  tyrant’s  people  on  both  fldes  do  fight ; [der'd  : 
The  noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  ; . 

The  day  aim  oft  profeftes  itfelf  yours. 

And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We’ve  met  with  foes 
That  ftrike  befide  us. 

Siw.  Enter,  Sir,  the  caftle.  [ Exeunt . Alarum . 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb . Why  fhould  I play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword  ? whilft  I fee  lives,  the  galhes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

To 
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To  him  enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Mach.  Of  all  men  elfe  I have  avoided  thee  : 

But  get  thee  back  ; my  foul  is  too  much  charg’d 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd . I’ve  no  words  : 

My  voice  is  in  my  fword  ! thou  bloodier  villain. 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out.  [Fight*  Alarum . 

Mach . Thou  lofeft  labour  ; 

As  eafy  may’ll  thou  the  intrenchant  air 

With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  : 

Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crells, 

I bear  a charmed  life,  which  mud  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born.. 

Macd . Defpair  thy  charm  ! 

And  let  the  angel,  whom  thou  dill  hath  ferv’d. 

Tell  thee,  Macduff  xvas  from  his  mother’s  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd,* 

Mach . Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo  l 
For  it  hath  cow’d  ray  better  part  of  man  ; 

And  be  thefe  juggling  fends  no  more  believ’d, 

That  palter  t with  us  in  a double  fenfe  ; 

That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear. 

And  break  it  to  our  hope  ! I’ll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd . Then  yield  thee,  coward. 

And  live  to  be  the  (hew  and  gaze  o’  th’  time  ; 

We’ll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monflers  are. 

Painted  upon  a pole,  and  under  writ, 

**  Here  may  you  fee  the  tyrant.” 

Mach . I will  not  yield. 

To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolrns  feet. 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble’s  curfe. 

Though  Birnam  wood  be  come  to  Dunfmane , 

And  thou, .oppos’d,  be  of  no  woman  born. 

Yet  I will  try  the  lad.  Lay  on,  Macduff , 

And  damn’d  be  he  that  firii  cries,  hold,  enough. 

[They  fight . 

* The  witches’  predictions  are  here  all  fulfilled  ; it  is  highly 
natural  that  the  mind,  weak  enough  to  believe  them,  ihould  tura 
'coward. 

•f  Palter,  to  ihufile,  or  equivocate. 
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Macd . This  for  my  royal  mailer  Duncan  ; 

This  for  my  bofom  friend,  my  wife  : and  this  for 
The  pledges  of  her  love  and  mine,  my  children. 

[Macbeth  falls . 

Sure  there  are  remains  to  conquer — Til 

As  a trophy  bear  away  his  fword,  to 

Witnefs  my  revenge.  [ Exit  Macduff. 

Macb . KTis  done  ! the  fcene  of  life  will  quickly  clofe . 
Ambition* s wain,  deiufive  dreams  are  fled , 

And  now  l wake  to  darknefs , guilt  and  horror . 

1 cannot  bear  it  ! let  me  Jhake  it  off— 

’Two'  not  be  ; my  foul  is  clogged  with  blood — 

I cannot  rife  ! I dare  not  afle  for  tnercy — 

It  is  too  late>  hell  drags  me  down . 1 jinky 

1 fink— Oh  ! — my  foul  is  lofl  for  eater  / 

Ob ! [Dies. 

Retreat  and  flour  ifh.  Enter  Malcolm,  Si  ward, 

Rosse,  Thanes  and  Soldiers . 

Mai.  I would  the  friends  we  mifs  were  fafe  ar- 
riv’d. 

Shu.  Some  mud  go  off : and  yet  by  thefe  I fee. 

So  great  a day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduff  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

Rofle.  Your  fon,  my  lord,  has  paid  a foldier’s  debt  ; 
He  only  liv’d  but  ill  he  was  a man. 

The  which  no  fooner  had  his  proweff  confirm’d. 

In  the  unflirinking  flation  where  he  fought. 

But  like  a man  he  dy’d. 

Siw.  Then  is  he  dead  ? 

Roffe_.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field.  Your  caufe  of 

for  row 

Muff  not' be  mcafur’d  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siw.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Rofle.  Av,  on  the  front. 

Shu.  Why  then,  Heav’n’s  foldier  be  he  ! 

Had  1 as  many  Tons  as  I have  hairs, 

I would  not  wiih  them  to  a fairer  death  : 

And  fo  his  knell  is  knoli’d. 

Mai.  He’s  worth  more  forrow, 

And  that  I’ll  fpead  upon  him. 
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Si*w.  He’s  worth  no  more  : .. 

Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

Enter  Macduff* 

Macd.  Hail,  king!  for  fa  thou  art.  The  time  is 
free — 

The  tyrant’s  dead  ; and  though  I fhould  not  boaft 
That  one  whom  guilt  might  eaiily  weigh  down 
Fell  by  my  hand,  yet  I prefent  you  with  his  fword. 
To  fliew  that  Heav’n  appointed  me  to  take  revenge 
For  you,  and  all  that  fuffer’d  by  his  cruel  power. 

I fee  thee  compafs’d  by  thy  kingdom’s  peers. 

That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds  ; 

Whofe  voices  I deflre  aloud  with  mine  ; 

Hail,  King  of  Scotland  ! [A  jlourijh . 

AIL  Hail,  King  of  Scotland  ! - \_FlouriJh. 

MaL  We  fhall  not  fpend  a large  expence  of  time. 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  fev’ral  loves. 

And  make  us  even  with  you.  Thanes  and  kinfmen. 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  honour  nam’d.  What’s  more  to  do. 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time. 

As  calling  home  our  exil’d  friends  abroad. 

That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny. 

Producing  forth  the  cruel  minifters 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  queen, 
(Who,  as  ’tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life)  this,  and  what  needful  elfe, 

That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Heav’n 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time  and  place  ; 

So  thanks  to  all,  at  once,  and  to  each  one. 

Whom  we  invite  to  fee  us  crown’d  at  Scone. 


MAY  e'T; 


